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FOREWORD 


Ju humility, gratitude and affection, this book is 
dedicated to Sri Dilip Kumar Roy, on the occasion of his 
sixtieth birthday. 

This volume is not an attempt to estimate his worth, but 
a testimony of appreciation from his friends and admirers. 

As such, the personal note is bound to predominate over 
all other qualities. The opinions expressed, the incidents and 
anecdotes described, the conclusions reached, are all based 
on impressions received by various people, who have come 
into actual contact with him. 

We place before the public, this little token of our 
gratitude towards a remarkable man, with the hope that it 
will be received in the same spirit of genuine appreciation as 
it is offered. 


The Editors. 




















BENEDICTION 


SRI AUROBINDA 


Dilip, I have cherished you like a friend and a son and have 
poured on you my force to develop your powers—to make an 
equal development in the Yoga. We claim the right to keep 
you as our own here with us.... It is a strong and lasting 
personal relation that I have felt with you ever since we met 
and even before and it is only that that has been the base of 
all the outward support, consideration, care and constant helping 
endeavour which I have extended towards you. On my side that 
relation is not likely to change—ever.... I meant that even 
before I met you for the first time, I knew of you and felt at once 
the contact of one with whom I had that relation which declares 
itself constantly through many lives and followed your career 
with a close sympathy and interest. It is a feeling which is 
never mistaken and gives the impression of one not only close 
to one but part of one’s existence. The relation that is so 
indicated always turns out to be that of those who have been 
together in the past and were predestined to join again, drawn 
together by old ties. It was the samé inward recognition—apart 
even from the deepest spiritual connection—that brought you 
here.... Your destiny is to be a Yogi but an ascetic dryness) 
or isolated loneliness is not your spiritual destiny since it is not 
consonant with your swabhava which is made for joy, largeness, 
expansion and a comprehensive movement of the life-force.... 
These experiences show at once that your inner being is a Yogi 
capable of samadhi, ecstasy, intensest bhakti, fully aware of Yoga 
and Yogic consciousness and showing himself the very moment 
you got inside yourself.... When you write your poetry, the 
psychic being is always behind it. Even when you are in the 
depths of mental and vital despondency, as soon as you write 
your psychic being intervenes and throws its self-expression into 
what you write. It is this that has made people with some inner 
life in them, those that have some touch of the spiritual, feel 
these poems of yours so much .... Poetry and music come from 
the inner being and to write or to compose true and great things 
one has to have the passage clear between the outer mind and 
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something in the inner being. That is why you got the poetic 
power as soon as you began Yoga—the Yogic force made the 
passage clear..... I did not write to you because writing 
especially on these things, your poetry and your music, seemed 
to me superfluous—your success in these things has become a 
chose aquise.... (These experiences) immediately they appear 
show themselves to be those of a born Yogi... Go on in the path 
of Yoga without doubt of the ultimate success: surely you cannot 
fail ! 


(Culled from Sri Aurobinda's personal letter to Dilip Kumar.) 





॥ 
| 
) 





BLESSINGS & FELICITATIONS 


RABINDRANATH TAGORE 


“Dilip Kumar possesses one great gift: he wants to hear, 
which is the reason why he can draw out things worth hearing. 
Wanting to hear is not a passive quality but an active one: 
it awakens our power of speech. Because we come to know 
our minds truly through expression, Dilip Kumar has, on many 
occasions, given me the joy of discovering my own thoughts.” 


(From the Foreword to Dilip Kumar’s book, Among the 
Great 2nd Ed.) 


“With your capacity and culture you have set about creat- 
ing melodies for the music of Bengal which is a great thing. 
For a long time the goddess of our Bengali music has not 
received her due quota of homage. You are a fit leader to hoist 
the banner of your native country in her Kingdom of Delight.” 


(Translated from a letter written to Dilip Kumar published 
in his Bengali book Tirthankar) 


MAHATMA GANDHI 


I may forget Uma, the Nightingale, though that seems 
improbable, but how could I forget you ? 


(From a letter written to Dilip Kumar by Gandhiji in his 
own hand quoted in Among the Great page 103, 2nd Ed.) 


ROMAIN ROLLAND 


I hope you are following your musical career as ever. Do | 
not discontinue it. Your task is too fine and you are cut out 
6 to accomplish it. Do not let anybody else have the honour. 


(Translated from a letter written to Dilip Kumar in French 
of which the original is published in Among the Great page 96.) 
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Your beautiful letter from Naples moved me deeply and 
I regretted to learn that you had sailed for India..... No I do 
not pine at all for Paris. But I regret the distance that sepa- 
rates me from the few friends I have, among whom you are one. 


(Ibid...... page 69, 71.) 


JAWAHARLAL NEHRU 


Almora Hills 
May 31, 1946 


My dear Dilip Kumar, 


Thank you for sending me Fall of Mewar. I have little 
time in recent months to read books. I have now come here, 
a remote place in the Kumaun Hills, for just five days’ quiet and 
rest. I brought a few books with me and among them was 


Mewar Patan. This morning I read it under the pine trees and 


1I liked it very much. It is powerful and moving. I wish I could 


read it in the original. 


Soon I shall have to leave the cool mountains and return 
to the hot and dusty city of Delhi with all its burdens. 


All good wishes. 


Yours 
Jawaharlal Nehru 


SARAT CHANDRA CHATTERJI 


Í “You are a great writer. There are plenty of men who 
are eager to prove that you are nothing and they are a per- 
severing lot, believe me. But it doesn’t matter : your genius is 
much greater than all their efforts put together and you have 
the blessings of your great Guru, Sri Aurobindo.... Somebody 
told me the other day that your novel Dola is now proclaimed 
wonderful. But didn't I know that ?—Specially when you have 
inherited from your father the heart of an artist.... And what 
a rich harvest of pain and delight is borne in your novel ‘Maner 
Parash’ where you have felt the pulse of the World’s Life in 
your own heart-bea isl 


Sarat Chandra Chatterji—the greatest novelist of modern 
India—died 1938.) 
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BRIAN RHYS 


London Putney 
22-11-39 
Dear Mr. Dilip Kumar Roy, 
| As I am perhaps the first to have read your novel, in 
| English, allow me to pay my tribute to the high gualities that 
would be evident to any cultured Western reader who was a 
lover of poetry, and sympathetic to the spiritual outlook you 
| so ardently and beautifully appraise. There is an unmistakable 
4 virtuosity in the telling which could not escape discerning eyes 
in any country. 


(Reference is to The Upward Spiral which was originally 
named Mala.) 


Brian Rhys 


ALAN COHAYNE 


Kodai Kanal 
28-4-43 
My dear Dilip, 

Just a few lines to tell you how much I have enjoyed and 
| been enlightened by your Upward Spiral. I finished it in two 
| days. I have rarely perused a book which has given me 
| so much pleasure and sustained satisfaction. If your purpose 
| in writing was to heighten the consciousness of your reader, 
| then you succeeded indubitably with me. I can only give you 

my total reaction. There were sentences and phrases that I did 
not wholly grasp, but I just read on. I was delighted by the 
beauty and the melody of words. I think on the whole that 
the character I liked best was Asit. 


1 What wrong I have done you in thinking slightingly of your 
genius. Please forgive me, Dilip. 
Many many thanks indeed for giving me the book to read. 
I do only hope that I may grow more and more conscious of 
your worth and generosity. 


With affectionate gratitude. 


Alan Cohayne 
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PROF. MOHINI MOHAN MUKERJI 


Dilip Kumar Roy needs no introduction as he is well known 
as a poet of great promise and eminence. But to few is known 
his wonderful life-history. Born with a silver spoon in his 
mouth, he was the only son of the great Bengali poet and 
dramatist, the late D. L. Roy. He was a distinguished student 
of the Calcutta University, graduating with first class honours 
in mathematics in 1918 at the age of twenty-one. He undertook 
an extensive tour in Europe where he toured all over the con- 
tinent studying Western music. He returned to India in 1922 
when he undertook another musical tour throughout the length 
and breadth of this vast peninsula. Belonging as he did to one 
of the richest and most cultured families of Bengal, he made 
Calcutta the centre of his musical activities, where his name 
is a household word. Of a highly philosophical and sensitive 
temperament, he was gradually drawn to Sri Aurobindo’s 
famous Yoga-Asram at Pondicherry, to which he assigned all 
his property and income. From within the cloistered seclusion 
of the Asram he has been cultivating the musical and literary 
arts. In his novel (e.g. Who Will Stem The Tides) we find his 
extraordinary sensitiveness to the appeal of beauty and art. 
Here is God’s plenty. The writer’s universal interest in men and 
things, his penetration into the minds of women. ...have enabled 
him to produce a magnificent work rich in coinage and superb 
in execution. He wields a master pen.... The gramophone 
recordings of his songs are of the highest order and widely 
known. 


(From a review by Professor Mohini Mohan Mukerji, 
Calcutta University.) 


PROF. D. P. MUKERJI 


This handsome, educated young man inherited from his 
father, D. L. Roy, his love of music and invested it to good 
account. His voice was enthrilling. Who else had his quali- 
fications for being a missionary of music? He has stirred the 
heart of the middle class of India (so long as he belonged to 
.India) more than any one in recent years, with the result that 
| music penetrated into the household of every Bengali gentle- 
i man. He completed the work of his predecessors in astonish- 
ingly little time. In no account of the recent cultural history 
of music can his influence be ignored. He was the supreme 
missionary of music, so long as he belonged to music... . (by 
Prefessor D. P. Mukerji). 


(From the Cultural Heritage of Music—Sri Ramakrishna 
Centenary 1937.) 
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DILIP KUMAR ROY—NOVELIST AND MUSICIAN 
Dr. G. F. Lakhani—New Delhi 


On the twenty second of January, 1946 Bengal celebrated 
the fiftieth birthday anniversary of Sri Dilip Kumar Roy and 
gave him a purse of about Rs. 30,000 for the Yoga-Asram of 
Sri Aurobindo to which he belongs. Novelist, thinker and 
musician, Sri Dilip is one of the most interesting personalities 
whom Bengal, ever fertile in men of genius, has produced. 


Though Sri Dilip was born in Calcutta, his family came from 
the Nadiya District of Bengal. This fact is not without 
significance because the Nadiya District is hallowed by its 
association with the life and teaching of Sri Chaitanya. Advaita 
Goswami, an ancester of Sri Dilip, was a devout disciple of 
Chaitanya. The religious strain, therefore, was already in the 
family and in spite of all the confident scepticism of Sri Dilip’s 
adolescence, was destined to decide the final fulfilment of his life. 


Dilip lost his mother early, in 1903. After this bereavement, 
he was drawn all the more close to his father, Dwijendra Lal 
Roy.* D. L. Roy was a man of exceptional gifts. His literary 
reputation has been solidly established by all those dramas— 
Nur Jehan, Rana Pratap, Durga Das, Chandragupta and Mewar 
Patan, to mention only a few—which created a great sensation 
in Bengal, when they were first staged. A great idealist, 
D. L. Roy organised historical material into glowing pageants, 
which breathed a passionate love of the motherland. But his 
patriotism was liberal enough to accommodate the equal dignity 
of other lands, which had cradled different civilizations. D. L. 
Roy allowed the mind of his son to develop freely and amused 
tolerance was the only reaction the arrogant scepticism of his 
son could elicit from him. The intimate contact with such a 
mind became one of the most fruitful influences of Dilip’s 
childhood. 


The other great influence in his adolescence was the contact 
with the mind and spirit of Sri Ramakrishna through the book 
Shri Shri Ramakrishna Kathamrita, which has left an exhaustive 
record of the utterances of the holy man of Dakshineshwar. Sri 
Ramakrishna moved him profoundly; but he confessed that the 
personality of Vivekananda did not strike any deep chord in him. 
Mystifying as this sounds, an explanation may not be difficult. 
Sri Ramakrishna’s nature was transparent, childlike, quietly 
radiating the serene spirituality of his nature. But Vivekananda, 
who took upon himself the mission of interpreting his great 


*In 1945 one of his famous dramas “Fall of Mevar” was published by 
Nalanda Press, Bombay. This was translated by Dilip himself, 
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master to Europe and America had necessarily to adopt the subtle 
intellectual technique of the West. Therefore, his brilliant 
intellectual capacity was more often conspicuous than the real 
core of spirituality in him. Emotional natures reacted to 
Vivekananda with admiration, with love to Ramakrishna. 


Dilip's schooling was irregular. At the age of five he was 
sent to school, but he detested it and till he was thirteen he was 
in charge of private tutors. When he was sixteen years old, his 
father died. His maternal grandfather, Dr. P. C. Majumdar took 
charge of him. Unlike Dilip’s father who was an idealist, 
Dr. Majumdar, the millionaire, was a man of the world. There 
was luxury in the new home and the grandparents simply doted 
on Dilip. But he was far from happy in his new surroundings. 


Dilip secured a scholarship in the Matriculation Examination 
and in 1913 joined the Presidency College, Calcutta. In 1915 
he passed the Intermediate Examination in which he stood high 
among the first thirty. While working for his B.Sc. degree 
however, he experienced a great difficulty. His subjects were 
Mathematics, Physics and Chemistry. He was well up in theory, 
but found difficulty in mastering Practical Chemistry. He passed 
miserable days for he hated the laboratory with its awful smell. 
His inclinations were for Arts but he had taken Science as that 
was the vogue. At this time, between the age of 17 and 22, he 
was spending most of his time on music, literature and poetry 
which had become the ruling passions of his life. His grand- 
parents who were rather orthodox in their ways, had no 
sympathy for these inclinations and did not like his periodic visits 
to the various Ustads for his music lessons. The net result was 
that he failed in the B.Sc. examination in 1917 in Practical 
Chemistry. The following year, however, he stood first in the 
Test Examination in Chemistry Practical and in the final B.Sc. 
examination he gained a first class, Honours in Mathematics. 


After graduating in India in 1918, Dilip Kumar Roy wished 
to go to England. But his grandfather wanted him to marry 
into a rich family. Dilip had health, intellect, good connections 
and his father had left him a rich legacy. Offers came from the 
families of some of the biggest landholders and industrial 
magnates of Bengal but to all these Dilip turned a deaf ear. 
This was due to the infiuence of Subhash Chandra Bose who had 


| by this time become his hero and his most intimate friend. Both 


had taken a vow not to marry, though for different reasons. 
Subhash Bose’s motto was to serve the country, but Dilip wanted 
to serve the Divine. (He hated politics, newspapers and platform- 
speaking, all of which Subhash adored.*) On the terrace of his 


* This divergence between them was dealt with by Dilip along with biogra- 
phical details—in his reminiscences “The Subhash I Knew” which became one 
of the best-sellers in India in 1946-47. 
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father’s home, he had built a miniature cave where he often 
retired for contemplation. 


But there were difficulties. Dilip’s guardian insisted on 
marriage since he feared that in Europe the boy would be led 
astray. Dilip, however, was adamant. In desperation, the grand- 
father took the grandson to Brahmanand Swami, one of the great 
disciples of Sri Ramakrishna. The grandfather was, of course, 
quite unaware of Dilip’s adoration of Sri Ramakrishna. Brahma- 
nand captivated Dilip. He contemplated the young man and 
assured the grandfather that he would come to no grief; there 
was an aura of Sri Ramakrishna’s protection around him, the 
Swami said, which made a deep impression on Dilip. 


Thus in July 1919, Dilip found himself in Fitzwilliam Hall, 
Cambridge. He set to work for the Cambridge Mathematical 
Tripos, kept terms for the Bar and worked for the degree of 

He passed in Part I of Mathematical Tripos and also 
Part I Music Special of the Cambridge University. But he soon 
gave up his studies at Cambridge for he found that working at 
Mathematics and law, his soul was getting dry and parched up. 
With encouragement from Subhash, who was also at Fitzwilliam 
Hall, he went first to Paris and then to Berlin for further studies 
in music. He sought the advice of the Director of the Sternes 
Conservatorium at Berlin and learnt vocal music, violin and 
voice-production, by the Italian method. He had already learnt 
playing on the piano at Cambridge. At the same time he learnt 
German and French which he speaks fluently today. 


His visits to the Continent brought him in contact with a 
number of great men. In 1921 he met Romain Rolland at whose 
suggestion he was invited by the Society for International Peace 
and Freedom to deliver a lecture on the Classical Music of 
India, at Lugane in Switzerland. The lecture was highly 
appreciated. Mademoiselle Rolland translated his lecture into 
French. At Lugano he met Bertrand Russell who had come to 
deliver a series of lectures on China. One of the remarks made 
by Bertrand Russell which Dilip remembers up to this day was: 
“I would rather die than preach patriotism.” This made a very 
deep impression on his plastic mind. At Vienna he was the 
guest of Rene Fullop Miller and at Prague, he met President 
Masaryk at his palace where, dining with him, he discussed 
Gandhiji and Tolstoy. Dilip Roy having declined to accept any 
money for his lectures he was presented with a whole set of 
books by German writers at Prague. He was also invited to 
give musical demonstrations at Budapest. 


In 1922, he returned to India. From 1922 to 1927, he 
toured the country in search of different ustads of music with 
his impressions in Bhramyamaner Dinpanjika (Diary of a 
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Í Musical Rover) published in 1924, In the same year he had his 
‘first interview with Sri Aurobindo. His request for being 
l initiated into the life of a yogi was rejected, as Sri Aurobindo 
considered Dilip’s desire a mere mental seeking. But as Dilip 
found out later, Sri Aurobindo had prophesied even then that he 
would come to yoga. About this time Dilip began to write novels 
in which he broke new ground; his novels were the first in India 
in which European life and currents formed the background. 
His contacts with the European outlook form the theme of the 
novel, Moner Parash (Contact of the Mind). It is in the form 
of an autobiography in which he himself is the hero. In 1925, 
ihe wrote Dudhara (Two Currents) which was later translated 
‘into Hindi. It is a novel on sex in which the problem whether 
‘one woman can love two men at the same time was taken up. 
The following year saw the publication of a thousand page novel 
Dola. (Oscillations), dealing with the vascillating human spirit 
in guest of certitude. Roy has also written several dramas, 
stories and articles on musical notation etc., the latest being a 
long article entitled “The March of Indian Music” in the book 
Fifteen Years Ahead. His book “Among the Great” published 
in 1945“ records his conversations and correspondence with 
Rolland, Russell, Gandhi, Tagore and Sri Aurobindo. 


Dilip visited Europe again in 1927. Before his departure, 
a distinguished gathering of Bengal's intelligentsia in the 
University Institute, Calcutta, had paid him homage for the 
work he has done in the cause of Indian music. Among the 
galaxy of great men there were the poet Rabindranath Tagore, 
Sarat Chandra Chaterji and Subhash Chandra Bose. 


In Europe, he gave several lectures on Music but on the 
whole he was very much disappointed with this second visit. 
He felt he was wasting his time, that he belonged elsewhere 
than the hectic West, with its cerebral brilliance and vital 
energy stupendously wasted. Obeying the obscure but compul- 
sive prompting of his own destiny, he returned from Europe 
the same year to join Sri Aurobindo’s Asram. From this date, 
music and yoga have become a two-fold path of spiritual life 
for him. 


In the fruitful interview which the writer of this article 
had with Dilip Roy, he preferred to remain silent on his own 
inner evolution as a Yogi but made illuminating comments on 

, music. The greatest music, he said, was that in which the 
| human soul confronted God and poured out its loyalty to Him. 


. “By Nalanda Press, Bombay, prefaced by Sir S. Radhakrishnan who wrote 
“we are greatly indebted to Sri Dilip Kumar Roy for giving us this invaluable 
book written with a rare ease and charm and ennobled by a deep moral concern 
for the good of humanity.” 
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Such spiritual music, he went on to claim, was absent in the 
West. But such a generalisation created misgivings. One 
recalled the music of Palestrina and Bach’s B Minor Mass, 
which is so profoundly genuine in its spiritual quality that both 
Roman Catholics and Protestants have accepted it as one of 
the most impressive statements of religious faith. Above all, 
there were the works of Beethoven which asserted the same 
truth as Roy asserted. “All artistic creation comes from God, and 
helps in his evolution only in so far as it witnesses to the action 
of the divine within him.” Roy then conceded the mystical 
quality of the music of Bach and Beethoven but claimed that 
the spiritual tradition as well as emotional adoration in music 
was stronger in India than in the West. He cited the revered 
names of Thyagaraja, Mira, Tulsidas, Kavir, Chandidas, etc. 


Roy’s own music is predominantly spiritual in quality and 
his insistence that formal excellence should coexist with spiritual 
content in order to create great music indicates a path by 
following which, music in India can become at once perfect in 
form and valid in significance. 


(“THE HORIZON”—1946) 


DADA AS I KNOW HIM 
Indira Devi 


Dada, I have seen you. 


I have seen you innumerable times praising friends who 
run you down—not with a superior attitude but with the spon- 
taneity of an understanding heart. Once, when you were talk- 
ing enthusiastically about the genius of a poet friend of yours, 
Isaid: ‘Dada, you are always talking in high terms about him, 
but don’t you see how he slanders you ?” 


“Why do you talk like that ?” you said, “you know I have 
always liked and admired him. What does it matter what he 
says about me behind my back? That is his nature and busi- 
ness. But how can his talking ill of me make me appreciate 
his talents less? I must give him his due.” J 


Whether your contribution to Indian culture is unique or 
not I am not competent to judge, but I have seen that your 
generosity towards all—whether they like you or not—is 
unique. 


Dada, I love you. 
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It is natural to love one’s own family and easy enough to 
love a few intimate friends, but love flows out spontaneously 
from you towards all who come near you. 


Last year, when a friend suggested that a certain visitor 
should not be suffered to come too close to our Ashram— 
because he had a rather bad reputation—you said: “Why ? 
Because people object? What you call faults and blemishes 
I look upon as difficulties. We all have our own difficulties, only 
their nature varies according to the make-up of each individual. 
But I am persuaded that we should judge people by what is best 
in them and not by their weaknesses.” 


“Am I to take it then,” I asked, “that you love X as much 
as say, Y who is such a remarkable man ?” 


“Yes, Indira,” you answered. “For I do love X—and so 
many like him—as much as I like Y. I may even go a step 
farther and say that I do feel that X needs love and under- 
standing more than Y—being less fortunate.” 


I do not know whether this is divine compassion or not, but 
I do know that you love people selflessly—for the joy of loving. 

Dada, I have known you. 

In 1954, when Dr. C. P. Ramaswami Aiyar invited you to 
accept the post of the Director of the Faculty of Arts at the 
Annamalai University, I suggested that Annamalainagar being 
a quiet spot you might see your way to accepting Dr. Aiyar’s 
invitation and continue your sadhana too. 

You smiled ruefully and said: “Why deceive oneself ? 
Can one serve two masters? I have owned nothing since 1928 
and the Lord has looked after me. Do you mean to say that 
for the sake of material comfort I should turn my back on the 
ideal I am vowed to? Sincerity can only be tested in adversity. 
Tf I am sincere, nothing can stand between me and my Goal, 
and if I am not sincere what does it matter what happens to 
me? After all, men do suffer privations and hardships for their 
families, their friends, their country. Why should we not suffer 
for the Lord, for a change ?” 


What state of superconsciousness you have achieved 
through Yoga I do not know, but I do know that your normal 
consciousness is inspiring. 

Dada, I am grateful to you. 


Once—in 1953, when I was a little cold towards someone 
who was unkind to you—you reprimanded me and said : “You 


| should not attach too much importance to the injustice he is 


doing us. We must not take for granted all that he has done 
for us in the past. Gratitude is incumbent on a spiritual 
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aspirant. So let us concentrate more on what he has done for 
us than on what is our due.” 

How great you are from the worldly point of view I cannot 
judge, but I have seen that you have a natural power to see 
greatness in small deeds and a native responsiveness to kindness, 
| however small. 

Dada, I admire you. 

In November 1949, a number of guests who had come for 
Gurudev Sri Aurobindo's darshan, were staying with you, as 
usual. 

One evening, when you were talking with them, you related 
a few of your intimate spiritual experiences and added that 
you were going to publish them as they were very thrilling. 

A learned Professor suddenly interjected: ‘Dilip Babu, why do 

you talk of such experiences to all and sundry ? Most people 

will not believe them. Why invite unnecessary criticism ?” 

| I remember your face flushed as you answered animatedly : Wai 
“Do you mean to say I should be reticent about what I know 
to be true and beautiful for fear of being discredited or held 

১২০১ up to ridicule? Of course I know that most people are likely 

oe” to be scéptical and why. But this too I know that there will 
always be a few who will understand, believe and profit by what 
the rest will reject out of hand, and it is for these few that I feel 
it to be my duty to publish what I have experienced as true. 
Why must I deny them the evidence they seek—I mean of those 
who are genuinely interested in things of the spirit ?” 

I demurred still and said: “But why not let those who 
are genuinely interested come to you? Why tell all what most 
will reject, as you yourself admit ?” 

You smiled ruefully and said: “Because I do not care to 
repress my nature when I feel my impulse to be right. More 
explicitly, whenever I see something noble and good, elevating 
and beautiful, I ache to give all a chance to share it with me. 
If they decline that is their affair. I should do what I feel to 
be right. You know I have never been able to approve of this 
hush hush business. Besides, the older I grow the more I am 
persuaded that we attach far too much importance to what 

| people say. What really matters is that I should be true to 
myself. And then, even in ordinary life people who truckle to 
popular opinion seldom achieve any thing worth while. How 
then can one hope to fulfil oneself in spiritual life if one is not 
strong enough to ignore what people say ?” 

A few days later I said: ‘Dada, you are so particular 
b about being truthful in small matters. Why then did you say 
last night about the singer who asked your opinion about his 
song: ‘God’ ?” 
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z I well remember a cloud came over your face. “I know,” 
you said, somewhat pensively. “But here I am almost on the 
| horns of a dilemma : for while, on the one hand, I hate to tell 
| even a white lie, on the other, I feel pained to cause others pain.” 
| But the matter did not rest there. A month later, when | 
we were in Delhi, a young girl came to sing to you. I kepta 
close watch on you for I knew that you did not think much of 

her music. 

After the song, when her father looked at you eagerly, you 
put a gentle hand on her head and said: “Indira! she has a 
nice face, hasn’t she ?” 

Dada, I revere you. 5 

In December 1947, I wrote to you: “Dada, I feel lost. 
I have everything one could want but I no longer want what 
I have. The satisfaction of desires, I find, brings no lasting 
fulfilment. Is something more possible in life? If your answer 
be ‘yes’—won’t you give me the lead ?” 

“I have not attained the Goal yet,” you answered. “So 

(how can I presume to be your guide? All I claim is that I am 
sincere in my seeking. But that hardly gives me the right to 
be your Guru.” A few months later when, at Pondichery, I 
insisted, you told me point blank: “I cannot consent to be your 
Guru. Why do you come to me, anyway ?” 

I remember my answer. I said: “Dada! People come to i] 
you for various reasons : some for your music, some for your | 
wit and humour, some for your intellectual or literary attain- 
ments, some because you have a charming personality and a 
great many merely because you are a famous man. But I, 
personally, am drawn to you by none of these things. I have 
come to you because I am attracted by what I feel to be the 
best and the most precious part of your personality : your thirst 

[| for Truth and your power to communicate it to others. It is 
this that I seek. To me the rest are, at best, but beautiful 
irrelevancies.” 

Your face cleared and you wrote to your Gurudev who 
insisted on your accepting me. Then you accepted me as your 
disciple. 

A few months later some of his disciples were discussing 
the question of Guruvad and the doctrine of Guru and the Ishta 
being one. I happened to blurt out with some pride: “But 
I am not interested in the Ishta : my Dada as Guru is enough 
for me.” 

You called me aside and said grimly: “I want the Divine 
and the Divine alone. So if you want only the Guru and not 
the Lord, then this is not the place for you. : You had better 
go back.” 
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Could I have revered you more had you been pleased with 
my remark ? 

Last winter, once you were telling me casually about your 
deep yearning for the Divine. “All my attachments have fallen 
off,” you said, “even my work or music do not hold me any 
longer.” 

I Jaughed and said jestingly: “But what about that pipe 
of yours, Dada ? 

_ “Hm... .” came the answer as you looked wistfully at your 
pipe. 

Next morning, after breakfast, I found your pipes missing. 
Your eyes twinkled. “I have thrown them away,” you said. 
“I realised I was getting too attached to them.” 

Whether you have realised the Liberation spoken of by the 
shastras I do not know : but what I do know is that you have 
realised a state where hardly anything can seriously affect you, 
far less hold you down, and I often have a feeling that though 
you are in this world you are not of it. 


Indira Devi 


WITH LORD RUSSELL IN LONDON 
Dilip Kumar Roy 


Years ago—in 1927—I had the privilege of having long 
talks with Lord Russell in Cornwall, which I published a few 
years later with his approval in my book, Among the Great, 
along with similar reports of my conversations with Romain 
Rolland, Mahatma Gandhi, Rabindranath Tagore and Sri 
Aurobindo. Twenty-seven years had to pass by before I could 
have the joy of meeting again the great thinker and humanist 
whom I only grew to admire the more with the passage of time. 
It happened like this: In 1953 the Indian Government sent me 
out, with my daughter disciple Indira Devi, on a cultural mission. 
We toured round the world—I singing and she dancing to my 
songs. In June I wrote to him from New York telling him 
about the kind welcome we had received everywhere and asked 
him whether we might visit him early in July in London. He 
wrote back, kindly as usual (July 1) : 


Dear Mr. Roy, 


It would be a great pleasure to see you and your daughter 
here to tea about four on Saturday, the fourth, or, if that does 
not suit you, on Wednesday, the eighth or any subsequent day. 
Would you mind ringing me up to let me know what day you 
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would prefer? It would be delightful if you were to sing and 
your daughter to dance. 


Yours sincerely, 
Bertrand Russell 


My heart beat fast as I saw Lord Russell smiling down at 
us at the head of the staircase. I was reminded once more how 
much I had gained from him—how deeply his thoughts had 
influenced me day by day. True, we—following the mystic path 
under the guidance of Sri Aurobindo—could not possibly see 
eye to eye with him all along the line. But his radiant intellect, 
deep tolerance, marvellous vitality, brilliant wit—not to mention 
his innate love of truth—have been an abiding inspiration in 
my life ever since 1921 when I first came to be fascinated by 
his personality and vision. Indira too was charmed by the 
cordiality of his reception and told me later that she had felt 
profoundly moved by his spontaneous affection and warm 
interest in us. 


Lord Russell poured us tea and Lady Russell handed us 
the cakes and sandwiches. As we talked on of this and that, 
I asked myself once again why, precisely, I found his influence 
so irresistible. For although I was conscious of my deep debt 
to the West, this also I knew that I was a mystic seeker at heart, 
vowed irrevocably to a great Guru and a Yogi of profound 
wisdom who had taught me that 

“A mutual debt binds man to the Supreme: 
We are sons of God and must be even as He ; 
His human portion, we must grow divine.” * 


because 


“The ascent to the Divine Life is the human journey, 

the work of works, the acceptable sacrifice. This alone 

is man’s real business in the world and the justification 

of his existence, without which he would be only an 

insect crawling among other ephemeral insects on a 

speck of surface mud and water which has managed 

to form itself amid the appalling immensities of the 

physical universe.” + 

Furthermore, I was persuaded that although reason helped 
at a certain stage, beyond it one had to seek a higher help. 
I knew also that Lord Russell would dub all faith in such higher 
help “a pleasant illusion” with which realist reason could hardly 
have any truck. For all that, he appealed to me as powerfully 


* SAVITRI—Sri Aurobindo. 
#LIFE DIVINE—Sri Aurobindo. 
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him and Lady Russell, I caught myself wondering what was 

there in this great atheist rationalist that I bowed to even after 

having followed the mystic path for well over three decades 

when, suddenly, the answer flashed upon me: I was reminded 
| of what Sri Aurobindo had once written to me: “The ultimate 
value of a man is not to be measured by what he says, nor even 
| by what he does but by what he becomes.” Precisely : it was 

because Lord Russell had striven all his life to stay loyal to 
| his one ideal—the Free Man's Worship—that he had achieved 
| the inner freedom. “In action, in desire,” he wrote fifty years 
1 ago, “we must submit perpetually to the tyranny of outside 
| forces ; but in thought, in aspiration, we are free, free from our 
| fellow-men, free from the petty planet on which our bodies 
impotently crawl, free even, while we live, from the tyranny of 
death. Let us learn, then, that energy of faith which enables 
us to live constantly in the vision of the good ; and let us descend, 
in action, into the world of fact, with that vision always before 
us.”* And it is because he had practised what he preached 
that he could flower into what he is today: a light-house of 
clarity and probity, a champion of loving-kindness and under- 
standing tolerance, a dispassionate seeker of knowledge for its 
own sake and, above all, a lover of humanity who has discovered 
that “a new vision is with him always, shedding over every 
daily task the light of love.” ł That is why we all feel so 
instinctively drawn towards him and look up to him for true 
guidance—at least in the sphere of thought where he has aspired 
all along to be free. It is only when a man has become a priest 
of Truth that he can inspire others by his vision and worship 
of Truth. And such a priest was never more urgently needed 
than today, when our world bids fair to succumb to a false 
gospel of force wielded by the organised fanaticism of a 
totalitarian power out to reverse the moral and spiritual values 
cherished by large-hearted wisdom and luminous love. I was 
reminded of a passage in one of his recent books—impact of 
Science on Society—in which, after having brilliantly diagnosed 
the chronic maladies of the world growing hot and cruel day 
by day, he prescribed a simple remedy with his characteristic 
and incisive irony: “The root of the matter is a simple and old- 
fashioned thing, a thing so simple that I am almost ashamed 
to mention it, for fear of the derisive smile with which wise 
cynics will greet my words. The thing I mean—please forgive 
me for mentioning it—is love, Christian love, or compassion. If 
you feel this, you have a motive for existence, a guide for 
action, a reason for courage, an imperative necessity for 
intellectual honesty.” 
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| today as he had thirty years ago. As Indira was talking with . 


$A Free Man’s Worship. 
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Yes, I mused as I appraised his kindly face, thousands find 
his words so inspiring because they stem from a Christian love 
and genuine compassion even though he goes to no Church. 
None can write movingly about a cure for human suffering who 
has not felt for suffering humanity with the native sympathy 
of a feeling heart and warm imagination. No wonder he stands 
today as a bulwark of light against the dark onslaughts of a 
giant intolerance masquerading as fellow-feeling for the 
proletariat. I bowed to him once more silently, thrilled that 
time had only given a full maturity to my heart’s admiration 
of one who may be best defined by the Gita’s expressive phrase: 
daivim sampadam abhijatah, that is, an aristocrat who owned 
wealth divine. 


At this point I came out of my reverie and noted that Lord 
and Lady Russell were listening interestedly to Indira’s account 
of our American friends and their reactions to our spiritual lore, 
throwing in a few comments here and there. Then, as Indira 
spoke admiringly of Aldous Huxley, Lord Russell turned towards 
me and asked me if I too had found him sympathetic. I answered 
in the affirmative. 


Indira resumed the thread again. 


“Mr. Huxley was kindness itself,” she said. “He was, indeed, 
so responsive to Dada’s (indicating me) songs that he insisted 
that Dada should sing for the long records in New York, and 
wrote a personal letter to the Director of the Gramophone 
Company introducing him as one of the greatest musicians of 
modern India.” 


“But though Mr. Huxley was very kind,” I cut in, “I did 
not sing for the Gramophone in New York.” 


“Oh! Why ?” 


“Because they wanted me to sing only popular songs in 
catchy tunes which would sell well. But I can’t sing any but 
the best songs of India. Cheap songs may sell better but I didn’t 
go to America to prove myself a good salesman.” 


Lord Russell laughed when I, to divert the conversation, 
asked him whether he didn’t find Mr. Huxley a brilliant writer. 

An ironic smile flickered round his lips. 

“I do. But... well... you know my views. He has chosen 
a way that is not my own.” His smile broadened as he added: 


“But then I had always had my misgivings that he would, 
someday, turn a Roman Catholic.” 


I could not smile whole-heartedly as I genuinely admired 
Mr. Huxley, too. I was about to say something vindicating his 
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courage of conviction which had led him to align himself with e 
mysticism and write boldly : 
“Well, what of it ? it may be asked. ‘Why shouldn’t 
it (mysticism) die? What use is it when it's alive ?’ 
The answer to these questions is that where there is 
| no vision, the people perish ; and that, if those who 

are the salt of the earth lose their savour, there is 

nothing to keep that earth disinfected, nothing to pre- 

vent it from falling into complete decay. The mystics 

are channels through which a little knowledge filters 

down into our human universe of ignorance and illusion. 

A totally unmystical world would be a world totally 

blind and insane.” 

But I thought better of it as I knew Lord Russell’s deep 
disapproval of the mystic view of life as against the scientific, 
and changed the subject. 

“You do look happy as ever, Lord Russell,” I said, as he 
filled his briar pipe, “or shall I say, happier than ever ?” 

As he met my gaze, I said, anticipating his question: “I 
happened to recall just now a delightful obituary notice of 
yourself at the end of your Unpopular Essays. If my memory 
serves me, there occurs in it a line like this: ‘He (Russell), 
strangely enough, grew happier with the years.’ ” 

He laughed, emitting a cloud of blue smoke. 

‘TI am glad you still love the pipe, Lord Russell,” I said. 
“For I too have, of late, become its votary.” 

“Yes,” Indira laughed. “Dada is never tired of defending 
his pet addiction when non-smokers decry it. He says : ‘But the 
pipe is great ! Look at Einstein and Lord Russell who adore it !” 

They laughed. Lady Russell turned towards me. 

“But then, Mr. Roy, why don’t you bring out your pipe 
and join him ?” 

I felt slightly embarrassed. 

“Because...in India we hold that one should never smoke 
before one’s superiors.” 

“But then,” chimed in Lord Russell বিচি looking hard 
at me, “I must stop smoking here and now ! 

We all laughed out in chorus. 

Lord Russell asked me how I found England after the War. 

“I have always liked England as the home of a reason- 
loving people. But this time I met an Englishman who somewhat 
startled me because, unlike those I used to know years ago, he 
fell foul of reason when he heard we were going to call on you. 
Not that he doesn’t admire you, but he remarked that he simply 
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failed to understand how you could grow in wisdom and still go 
on looking up to reason as the scle guide in life.” 


Lord Russell gave a wry smile. 


“One who could claim as much on behalf of reason may 
be anything but not a reasonable being, surely.” 


“J told him something to the same effect. But as my friend 
insisted that you had come to make an idol of reason, I had to 
quote from your Freeman's Worship what you had written years 
ago about renunciation leading back again to wisdom an insight 
and tenderness flooding the pilgrim’s heart and about vision of 
beauty coming to those alone who can rise above personal desires. 
And I added that one who has steadfastly held on to such an 
ideal since his youth is hardly likely to shape into an idolator 
of reason in his riper years.” * 


Lord Russell’s keen eyes twinkled with amusement. 


“you see,” he said, “people read me with a decided pre- 
conception of what sort of a man Iam. That is why they come 
so often to put into my mouth what I have never even dreamed 
of saying. But reading into me what they would, they will insist 
that I idolise reason to the exclusion of everything else.” He 
pulled at his pipe and went on: “But a true rationalist could 
never give to reason a title it cannot hold. It is precisely because 
I think rationally that I can clearly appraise the true function of 
reason: namely, the regulation of our impulses. Reason, I have 
stressed time and time again, can only help you in finding the 
right means to an end you have previously set before yourself. 
But what the end should be could never be determined by reason 
for the simple reason that it lies beyond its province. To give 
an example: Suppose you want to visit Egypt. Now reason 
will tell you that you ought to board a plane bound for Cairo 
and not for Tokio. But whether you should visit Egypt or 
Japan is a question on which reason has nothing to say one way 
or the other, because here it is a question of your motive, choice 
or temperament. What I do say is that reason can help us to 
achieve clarity in thought and thus serve us better than muddle- 
headed thinking by giving us a better and safer directive.” 

*“But out of the cavern (of dark despair) the Gate of Renunciation leads 
again to the day light of wisdom, by whose radiance a new insight, a new joy, 
a new tenderness shine forth to gladden the pilgrim’s heart... From the freedom 
of our thoughts springs the whole world of art and philosophy, and the vision 
of beauty by which we half conquer the reluctant world, But the vision of 
beauty is possible only to unfettered contemplation, to thoughts not weighted by 
the load of eager wishes; and thus Freedom comes only to those who no longer 
ask of life that it shall yield them any of those personal goods subject to the 
mutations of Time.” 

I have quoted at some length from Lord Russell’s noble article. The 
Freeman's Worship because (as he told me once) this has remained his credo, 
substantially, to this day. 
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At this point Lady Russell gave me an article written by 
Lord Russell in self-defence. I will quote two excerpts from this 
as they bear directly upon the question we happened to be 
discussing. 

“The world that I would wish to see is one where 
emotions are strong but not destructive, and where, 
because they are acknowledged, they lead to no decep- 
tion either of oneself or of others. Such a world 
would include love and friendship and pursuit of art 
and knowledge. I cannot hope to satisfy those who 
want something more tigerish.” 


“One critic takes me to task because I say that only 
evil passions prevent the realisation of a better world, 
and goes on triumphantly to ask: ‘Are all human 
emotions necessarily evil?’ In the very book that 
leads my critic to this objection, I say that what the 
world needs is Christian love, or compassion. This 
surely is an emotion and in saying that this is what 
the world needs, I am not suggesting reason as a 
driving force. I can only suppose that this emotion, 
because it is neither cruel nor destructive, is not 
attractive to the apostles of unreason.” 


“I have never said,” he added after a brief pause, “that 
reason is everything. I only say that many a false step in life 
might be avoided if reason were invited to play its part. For 
instance, self-deception due to muddle-headed thinking—or, say, 
the choice of wrong means to an end in view—often lets us down 
grievously. In such cases, reason may well point out to us what 
would be the right approach and why the wrong means are 
wrong and so cannot achieve the desired ends. Of course those 
who prefer the wrong means will go on decrying reason as a 
guide. Let them, by all means, and reap the consequences of 
their folly as they must. I object only when people who accuse 
me of excessive rationality choose to ascribe to me irrational 
statements which I, as a rational being, could never have made. 
More explicitly, I have never said that reason is the spring of 
human actions. I have said again and again that desires and 
impulses, emotions and passions are the causes of action in life.” 


I will pause here once more to give one last excerpt from 
the article referred to, if only to bring home Lord Russell’s 
confutation of those who gird at reason. 


“There is another, more sinister, motive for liking 
irrationality. If men are sufficiently irrational, you 
may be able to induce them to serve your interests 
under the impression that they are serving their own. 
This case is very common in politics. Most political 
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leaders acquire their position by causing large numbers 
of people to believe that these leaders are actuated by 
altruistic desires. It is well-known that such a belief 
is more readily accepted under the influence of excite- 
ment. I suppose the advocates of unreason think that 
there is a better chance of profitably deceiving the 
populace if they keep it in a state of effervescence. 
Perhaps it is my dislike of this sort of process which 
leads people to say that I am unduly rational.” 


* * * * 


I presented my young friend, Jyoti Mullick, son of the Chief 
Justice of Allahabad. 

“He is at once a painter, a poet and a chemical engineer,” 
I said breezily. “En un mot, a scientist plus an artist—a rare 
combination.” 

Lord Russell laughed. 

“Rare? A phenomenon, I should say....hasn’t happened 
since Leonardo Da Vinci!” We all laughed in chorus. 

As Jyoti took his seat, Lord Russell rose for something. 
Instantly we, too, rose. 

“Sit down!” he said peremptorily. “I find formalities 
tiresome.” 

As we resumed our seats I said: “I recall your disapproval 
of the ancestor-worship of the Chinese—in your Problem of 
China.” 

“Yes,” he nodded. “You see, unless a race is absolutely 
stationary it should grow in knowledge. . And surely we know 
a thing or two which our ancestors didn’t.” 

“That may be,” I demurred. “But here at least we are all 
with China, seeing that we too love to worship our ancestors.” 

Lord Russell pulled a long face. 

“Don't” he admonished. “Or you'll end up by worshipping 
monkeys.” 

We laughed again. The tea-things were now cleared by 


Lady and Lord Russell together. We offered to help, but in 
vain. Then, as they resumed their chairs, I asked Lord Russell 


what he thought of Beria’s fall : what was going to happen now ? 
He brooded, smoking. 
“Jt is difficult to foretell. “He said after a few seconds. 
$ পা you think Malenkov will liquidate Molotov next ?” if 
asked. 
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He raised his eyebrows, then smiled 00155108115. ` 

“One never knows. One or the other.” 

“Beria will at least get a taste of his own medicine,” I said, 
after a brief pause. “For he who led thousands to death for 
treason seems destined to be paid back in his own coin.” 

“But death will be too merciful an exit for him,” he said. 
Then ruminatively : “Power is a strange thing! To think one 
could bear to go on living constantly under the shadow of death 
—to accept living death—just for the sake of power !” 

Then our discussion centred round Bolshevism and its deep 
menace. 


“In your book, Theory and Practice of Bolshevism,” I said 
in passing, “you turned Bolshevism inside out. I remember 
how I used to say, in those days—thirty years ago—that you 
had perhaps been a little too hard on the Bolshevists. But time 
has more than borne out your misgivings and dark progress. 
Of late we have often admired in India, your remarkable insight 
and prophetic power. You did retain your native perspicacity 
at a time when so many lost their heads and hailed the Russian 
dictatorship as the last word in wisdom. Even some eminent 
thinkers fell under its spell and sang halleluja to the new gospel 
of ruthless force the Bolshviks preached. I have of late often 
felt so grateful to you for having sounded the alert and told us 
where such a gospel was going to lead mankind.” 


His eyes twinkled in amusement. 
“But in those days I did seem, didn’t I, like a man crying 
in the wilderness ?” 


A short silence fell after our combined laughter. 


“But what about the Chinese brand of communism?” I 
asked at a venture. “If my memory serves me, you expressed 
a hope sometime ago that China might evolve a new type of 
Communism and part company with Russia.” 

“I did hint at such a possibility,” he admitted; then shaking 
his head: “But it appears they have turned out just as bad. 
Look at their brain-washing of the intellectuals and mouthing 
the Russian slogans like so many parrots! Horrible !” 


* * * * 


Now began our programme. 

First I sang a national song composed by Dwijendralal Roy, 
the famous dramatist and composer of Bengal. I sang it first in 
the original Bengali, then in German. The well-known orientalist 
Dr. Helmuth von Glasenapp had translated it in 1921 into German 
keeping to the same metre and rhyme-scheme. So I sang both 
the songs in the same Indian tune (Raga). 
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“Very exciting, very exciting !” exclaimed Lord Russell. 


Next I sang the Indian national anthem Vande Mataram 
to the accompaniment of Indira’s beautiful dance which had 
been so universally acclaimed in Japan and America. 


They were inecstasies. There were tears in Susan’s eyes. 
(His daughter-in-law). 

“Tt is lovely, beyond words!” said Lord Russell. . Then turn- 
ing to Indira: “When you came in, I admired your beautiful 
dress. But then, as you danced on, I admired even more your 
beauty and pose.” 

Next I sang a hymn to Lord Shiva which Mr. Aldous 
Huxley had praised highly in Los Angeles. When I had finished, 
Lord Russell said warmly: “It brings life into one.” 

Lastly, Indira danced as I sang a Mira-bhajan (devotional 
song) on Krishna’s dance. 

“Tt is exquisite !’ he said, applauding. Then smiling at 
Indira: “One wants to hold each pose of yours to be able to 
savour it the more.” 

“J will send you some of these dance tunes from India”, I 
said. “Some tunes Indira dances to, I mean.” 

“Oh, thank you Mr. Roy,” he said warmly. “The ones you 
sent me last year were so interesting ! John and Susan were 
fascinated.” 

We shook hands. At parting I said: “I cannot tell you, 
Lord Russell, how much I owe to your personality and all that 
you have stood for with such steadfastness, not to mention 
your wonderful and limpid style which has always reminded me 
of Anatole France’s image: ‘Si le crystal parlait il parelerait 
ainsi’ * And I thank you for the great privilege you accorded us.” 

“why do you say that 2” he answered smiling. “The 
privilege is ours to have heard you sing and seen your daughter 
dance. It will remain with us an unforgettable evening.” 


Dunlavin Cottage, 
POONA 5 Dilip Kumar Roy 


Oct. 21, '56 


*If a crystal could speak it would speak like this. 
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TRIBUTE 


DILIP 
Chunilal Mehta 


I regard it as a privilege to be asked to write for the 
commemoration volume that is proposed to be published in 
Calcutta in celebration of the 60th birthday of Shri Dilip Kumar 
Roy. Ten years ago his 50th birthday anniversary was celebrated 
in Calcutta with great enthusiasm. Much water has since flowed 
under the bridges. Though I cannot call myself a very old 
friend of Sri Dilip, I imagine that my acquaintance with him; 
which began in 1945 has shown me the best of Dilip and his 
uncompromising search for Truth. Coming as he does from a 
most distinguished family blessed with good fortune, his burning 
zest and search for the spirit can be called remarkable. Not 
only was his family very well off materially but they had, 
particularly his father, the gift of poetry and music and 
expansive heart and great devotion. To mention only one song 
of his reputed father, “Bhutnath bhava bheem bibhola”, has the 
unique distinction of a bhajan composed only of the names of 
Lord Shiva. Those who have had the privilege of hearing this 
song, which was appreciated even by savants in the west, cannot 
but fail to have been deeply impressed by the powerful vibrations 
and the extraordinary atmosphere which that song sung by a 
music master like Dilip, always creates. Sri Dilip is a prolific 
writer both in verse and prose and both in English and Bengali 
and his works are widely read in this country and outside. One 
need say no more than that only the great can be “among the 
great”. 


It is well known that, in spite of his burning zeal, he was 
not accepted by Sri Aurobindo when he first approached him 
to be allowed to join the Ashram. Sri Aurobindo's condition 
was that he should come as a sadhak giving up everything— 
his possessions, his popularity, even the kind of food to which 
he was accustomed, and his thoughts. All these he was pre- 
pared to give up but not his beloved music, though it was most 
painful for him to return from Pondicherry without fulfilling 
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the purpose for which he went. This is sufficient to show how 
meticulous was his adherence to truth. He often says that a 
sadhak has to be judged by what he is prepared to stake for the 
Lord. A couple of years later, in 1928, he felt a call within 
himself which was so fervent that in less than an hour he made 
his decision and took the train for Pondicherry. So great was 
his admiration and devotion for his guru that, in spite of his 
critical and uncompromising nature, Sri Aurobindo called him 
his son and told him that he was a born yogi and that he was 
prepared “to carry him all the way” in his journey towards the 
goal. So far as I know this is the only instance of such 
exceptional compassion which Sri Aurobindo has expressed for 
any of his disciples. 


I first went to Pondicherry for the darshan in August 1945. 
I met there Dilip for the first time and he made a deep impres- 
sion upon me as he does with most people. After some talk 
on spiritual matters Dilip made me write a letter from his own 
house to Sri Aurobindo about some points which I was not clear 
about. Though I was hesitant to address so great a person as 
Sri Aurobindo, he assured me that I would receive a quick reply 
which, thanks to him, I did. I shall be always grateful to him 
for having thus brought me in contact with the great master 
and for having strengthened in me the devotion which I will 
always feel for Sri Aurobindo to the end, and the great help 
which I received in my search after having contacted several 
yogis and saints of high realization. I am happy to say that 
Dilip has grown closer to us all with the years and hope that 
his interest in me will always continue. 


About 1949 came to him a most remarkable lady, Indira 
Devi, whose spontaneous acceptance of him as her guru under 
peculiar circumstances gave a great push to his sadhana which 
was always concentrated on the bhakti of Shri Krishna. It 
should be mentioned that, though Dilip had many dear and 
devoted friends and aspirants, he never wanted a sishya or 
sishya. I believe it was for the first time that Sri Aurobindo 
and the Mother went out of their way to suggest that this 
exceptionally gifted lady should join them in the Ashram, but 
she insisted on holding on to Dilip as her guru, and Dilip will 
be the first to admit that'she has been of the utmost assistance 
to him both on her own account as sishya and for having 
invoked the full grace of the Divine. It would seem that a 
chance is now being given for the chosen aspirants to progress 
on the path of spirituality, which the world now needs so much. 


Dilip shares with his many admirers the songs dictated by 
Indira Devi. He sets them to tune, translates them and sings 
them every Sunday morning before a large spell-bound audience. 
Every evening there is Kirtan and Namsmaran, Arti and 
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Meditation. All these are much appreciated. He and Indira 
Devi stress the necessity of change and transformation of one’s 
nature as did the great master Sri Aurobindo. One must be 
gentle with others but with oneself one must be utterly ruthless. 
One must be sincere to oneself before one can be sincere with 
the world. 

Dilip is engrossed in one-pointed sadhana most of his time 
and he has been assured of early realisation. May he soon be 
fulfilled. 


DILIPDA 
Jnan Prakash Ghosh 


Everyone who really knows Dilipda, knows how he has 
dedicated his life to realisation of a truth looked upon as the 
noblest on earth. To compare or evaluate his achievements in 
the fields of meditation and wisdom is in the power of an initiated 
view ; the heights reached by Dilipda in his lifelong excursion 
in the regions of literature and poetry may be measured by 
worthy savants in those fields ; the depths fathomed by Dilipda 
in his perpetual search for the bottom of the vast ocean of 
music is the work of an ambitous diver ; but a humble human 
being like me is satisfied with the wealth of impressions left in 
my memory with everlasting resplendence, by occasional but 
not-too-infrequent contacts with Dilipda, in the course of full 
twenty years. 

From the time we were in our teens we not only heard 
about Dilip Roy’s name, fame, parentage and his enchanting 
music but actually saw him at several gatherings and heard 
his live voice setting our hearts into ecstatic vibrations. His 
“Rangajaba” and “Chhilo basi se” used to serve the purpose 
of a course for voice training in our younger days. 

It was in the year 1937 that the late Himangsu Dutta took 
me to him for the purpose of accompanying him in his famous 
“Brindabanar Leela Abhiram” for the gramophone record. The 
thrill I felt then in playing the sitar with a sliding bar, in the 
manner of a guitar, with Dilipda’s song was in no way less than 
what I felt while I first accompanied on harmonium or tabla 
with Ostad Faiyaz Khan, Kesarbai or Bade Gulam Ali Khan in 
later years. Dilipda's sweet and dignified personality irresist- 
ably drew me towards him and since our first meeting a 
hundred soirees saw me by his side, either with a guitar or 
tabla. In the middle of 1939 occurred the bus accident in Sylhet 
in which both Dilipda and myself escaped a fatal end along with 
many others and this tightened the bond of friendship and love 
ever more. With Dilipda I moved in many places in Calcutta, 
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Bombay and Delhi, came into contact with many great men and 
women and earned the friendship of some whose memory will 
be entwined with my life. 


When I try to recall the moments that I have spent with 
Dilipda I am surprised to find that half of my life, my youth 
] and the brightest part of my humble existence centre round 
] him and his activities, perhaps insignificantly in the eye of 
many, but certainly to my own benefit and making as I 
consider it. | 


In these twenty years, I have spent many mornings, after- 
noons, evenings and nights with Dilipda , eaten with him, slept v 
with him, laughed with him and cried with him ; loved him as ] 
an elder brother from near and adored him as a genius from | 
a distance and tried with my limited ability to learn as much as 
I could from his example in matters of music, art, and literature. 
Unfortunately for myself, my contact with him could never 
| infiltrate into his esoteric or religious life over and above enter- 
taining a reverence for those exalted ideals of life, which actually 
have made him what he is. This is perhaps because the condi- 
tions which encircle me are not concentric with his. But even 
to-day I cannot think of a better and noble company than 
Dilipda’s in a group of friends and relations in a drawing-room, 
or in a dining-room ; either during a journey or during a dis- 
| course ; either in a serious atmosphere or in a mood of frolic 
| and humour. Out of the numerous vocal concerts of his, which 
| I attended, many have left indelible marks on my memory for 

the soulfulness of his songs, for the harmonious blending of the 
| lyric emotion and melody in patterns which are patent to 
Dilipda’s unique style of singing. A song of Atulprasad 
“Ki ar chahibo balo he mor priya” which he sang in Sylhet in 
a dismal environment amidst incessant and heavy rains, first 
| before the cremation of the late Dharani Bose, who succumbed 
| to the serious injuries he sustained in the Sylhet bus accident, ] 
will be remembered by all who were present there at that time 
and are still living, with a feeling of divine pathos. It was as 
a song of a soul to a soul. It was not a song, it was a prayer ; 
it had a secret ever of a heart-breaking cry but bore the serene 
profoundness of an implicit submission to the Almighty. 














The number of young men and women whom Dilipda taught 

and helped to shine must be numerous. But the appreciation 

4 he has expressed throughout his life for various talented musi- 

cians belonging to various schools and the unstinted praise with 

which he has upheld their cause know no limits and place him 

amongst the most honest of critics. To appreciate a musician’s 

merit and openly acknowledge it is a rare virtue amongst musi- 
cians themselves. Dilipda is a noble exception. 
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DILIP KUMAR ROY, THE MUSICIAN 
Devi Prasad Roy Choudhuri 


It was spring in the year 1925, I came to know Dilip Kumar 
at a musical soiree organised by some College students at the 
University Institute, Calcutta. It was a benefit show for the 
poet Nazrul Islam. I had a little part in the function. I played 
on the flute. 


Dilip Kumar, an ardent student of music then, is now a 
full fledged creative artist in the line. He was then learning 
under Professor Radhika Goswami and Prof. Bamacharan Banerji 
classical music in Dhrupad and Kheyal style. He has also 
taken lessons from Prof. Abdul Karim. It was the technique 
of Kheyal that he had been absorbing from Bamacharan and 
Abdul Karim. After that we met often enough on various occa- 
sions mostly associated with musical functions. After sometime 
I had to leave Calcutta to make Madras my home. Distance 
separated us and chances of meeting Dilip Kumar or hearing 
the manipulation of his melodous voice through rhythmic notes 
of devotional music became rare. As such, I had to be content 
with his writings mostly poetry published in the periodicals, and 
a few of his books which he was kind enough to send to me from 
time to time, remembering our friendship of old. 


I do not profess to be a serious student of literature. 
Therefore it would be wise for me to refrain from commenting 
on his contributions in this direction neither have I the privi- 
lege to claim any spiritual attainment. Therefore I shall do 
well not to tresspass into the strange sphere. I have stressed 
the point on devotion because most of his compositions are based 
on devotional themes, the merits of which should be better 
judged by those who have such leanings. 


What actually made me his admirer was the simplicity of 
his presentation of emotion through music. This difficult task 
was performed by solving the intriguing problems of welding 
tana, tala and katha into a harmonious whole. The blending 
was distinct from the dangerous experiments now being carried 
on by advocates of adhunic sangeeth (Modern music). The so 
called modernism is only a sad mutilation of the old which was 
built on sound construction because in modern styles the 
attempts are directed to produce an effect out of an hotchpotch 
of ragas and raginis torn from their respective contexts. The 
result appears to be the groaning of one who has suffered a 
major surgical operation. The tune, thus sung, almost identi- 
fies itself with that of a dragged gasping sound desperately utilis- 
ed to attract attention for sympathy from the listener. 
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I am sorry to have made use of a simile like this, but I 
cannot help it as I suffer no less on account of the jarring effect 
created by the modern trends. It gives a positive physical pain 
to one who, like myself, has not been trained to be at line with 
the effects of discord. To me love for classical music is a ques- 
tion of devotion and devotion is nothing short of a surrender 
to a faith which cannot easily be diverted or vitiated by the 
onrush of new experiments which have yet to be achievements. 
Achievement in the field of classical music means a culture of 
voice submitting to all the discipline enforced for a desired 
result which elevates the mind to be in union with the emotion 
expressed by a raga. There is no short cut here, nor a quick 
success. It is an exacting sadhana of a lifetime and can be 
attained only by a few who have been gifted with a musical 
voice. 

The gift cannot be acquired by any amount of practice of 
tanas and however correctly the ragas and raginis are sung. One 
must admit that a fine musical voice appropriately heightens the 
total effect or purna bistar of an expression released through the 
raga. It is particularly so in our classical ragas which are more 
abstract than any other form of art and can only reveal their 
form through a proper adjustment of musical notes. They are 
symbols having a definite message hidden within. They are 
capable of provoking every type of emotion ranging from erotic- 
ism to love from pathos to joy, in a word, from terrific express- 
sions to the expressions of devotional heights. The message 
thus delivered does not need the support of speech as for instance 
it would be seen that ragas revealed through a musical instru- 
ment are devoid completely of words. 


Though there is a provision in sahitya for the manipulation 


. of sangeeth, yet the purpose of this introduction is not intended 


to overshadow the music which expresses the song. The words 
sung through the music is intended only to beautify the melody. 
But to our misfortune, particularly in Bengal, the invasion of 
words has successfully destroyed the very element or the purpose 
of music. While this type of deterioration was gaining ground 
from time to time, Dilip came into the field to divert the un- 
healthy attitude towards a better understanding of what music 
stands for, by introducing a harmonious synthesis between sound 
of words and sound of tunes. 


His contributions through new compositions cannot be 
“damned with faint praise.” His #inas, particularly in thumri 
and gazals, though not completely free from various influences 
do help to reveal Dilip’s individuality which is too obvious in 
the pattern of revelation particularly when bistar comes into 
effect. He is one of the few artists in this line who have been 
true to their mission. I adore him for his sincere devotion to 
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the art to which he has dedicated his life. I have said art after 
giving due consideration to the fact that however subjective his 
compositions might be the vehicle through which he delivers 
his message is music and devotion is only a part of the fabric 
woven. Having affinities in this regard I cannot help adoring 
a man who has done such a great service to this cause. 


I wish him long life so that he may continue to contribute 
to music itself, to save the people suffering from tyrannies of 
ghastly realities and submission to vogues of the moment. 


ONE OF A HUNDRED WORLD CELEBRITIES 


(Translated from the Spanish of the Mexican Journal, 
EL NORTE, which printed on October 21, 1948, an article on 
Sri Dilip Kumar Roy, entitled : CELEBRIDADES MUNDIALES 
NOVELISTA Y MUSICO with a photograph of Dilip Kumar. 
The journal used to publish every Sunday an article on a world- 
celebrity, one of a hundred elected by a Committee). 


“Deep down in my spirit I first feel a musical disposition,” 
wrote Schiller. “The lyrical work comes thereafter.” For the 
Indian, Dilip Kumar Roy, this musical inspiration is the gift of}! 
God which is hidden in the soul of humanity. ‘All truly artistic 
creation,” he says, “is a gift from on high: we may call this 
source the Muses or we may call it God.” 


Bach, Palestrina, Handel, Beethoven, Caesar Frank and the, 
rest are for him just plateaus of vibration that contacted the 
essence of Divinity, the contact all musicians thrill in when the i 
creative soul reflects this essence—and then his music finds its 
poise on the heights of Love and Bliss. 


Dilip Kumar Roy is one of the most enlightened amorig 
those who have become pilgrims of the Spirit in modern India, 
Many a celebrity has appreciated his genius in India and abroad : 
like Sri Aurobindo, Rabindranath Tagore, Mahatma Gandhi, th 
great novelist Sarat Chandra Chatterji, Romain Rolland, Georg 
Duhamel, Bertrand Russell, Dr. James Cousins, Sir C. P. Rama- 
swami Aiyar, Aldous Huxley, Somerset Maugham Brian Rhys, 
Joyce Chadwick, Arthur Hutchins, Dr. Frederick Spiegelberg, 
Arthur Hutchings and others. 


On January 22, 1946, Bengal celebrated the fiftieth annivers 
sary of the birthday of Dilip Kumar, the poet, thinker, novelis 
musician and mystic in one, and honoured him as one of India’ 
most famous sons of today and presented him with a purse oi 
Rs. 30,000 (£6000) which he made over to the Ashram of hi: 
guru, Sri Aurobindo, the great Yogi and philosopher of India 
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for which he has raised, through his concerts, about Rs. 150,000 
already, not a mean achievement for one who steers clear of 
politics and works only for the spiritual cause of his Guru. 


Dilip Kumar was born in Calcutta on January 22, 189%, 
in an aristocratic Brahmin family with a profound tre! wards 
mysticism developed in his adolescence. No wonder mysticism 
pervades his literature and music. He lost his mother at the 
age of six. Since then it was his great father, Dwijendra Lal Roy 
(himself a great dramatist, poet, satirist and composer praised 
by Tagore, his great contemporary) who took over his first 
born and heir and educated him at home personally but not on 
university lines. He made his son at home first in the Indian 
scriptures, the Vedas, Puranas and the twin epics Mahabharata 
and Ramayan, thus forming early in his son an ardent 
reverence for the spiritual traditions of mystic India which left 
a stamp on Dilip’s vivid imagination and outlook and determined 
his future, in a way. Not the least of these ancient influences 
was that of the great mystic sage Sri Ramkrishna Paramhamsa 
added to that of the radiant personality of Vivekananda whose 
reverence for Guruvad left a deep dent on his mind at the most 
plastic period of his life. 


He graduated from the Calcutta University in 1918 with first 
class honours in mathematics. Next year he went for further 
studies to Cambridge where he fell under the influence of his 
life-long friend, Subhash Chandra Bose who spurred him on to 
take to music as a vocation—an art he had loved since his 
childhood days. So he left Cambridge (after having passed 
Part I, Mathematical Tripos and Part I, Music Special in 1920 
and 1921) for the continent where he studied, notably in 
Germany, European voice-production, violin and piano. He 
learned also to speak fluently in French and German as also to 

ad Italian. 


In 1922 he gave a lecture at an International Conference at 
Lugano, Switzerland, attended by world-celebrities like Bertrand 
Russell, Romain Rolland, Hermann Hesse, George Duhamel and 
others. In Prague he was deeply impressed by the serene and 
powerful personality of Masaryk, the First Prssident of Czecho 
Slovakia and a friend of Tolstoy. He dined with the philosopher- 
statesman at his royal palace and discussed Gandhi and Tolstoy 
as he had done previously with Romain Rolland at Villeneuve. 
He then delivered a lecture on Indian music and culture at the 
Prague Conservatorium and then at Vienna, Budapest, Nice, 
London and Edinburgh. 


He returned to India in 1922 and toured the whole of his 
native country studying Indian music trom classical masters like 
Abdul Karim, Fyas Khan, Chandan Chaube, Pundit Bhatkhande, 
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Gaurishankar Misra, Surendranath Majumdar, Hafiz Ali Khan 
and others and wrote a book in Bengali on Indian music which 
Won him instant fame in Bengal. In 1938 he was invited by the 
Director of Public Instruction to help in making a syllabus of 
music for the Calcutta University for which he wrote also a text 
entitled, Gitasri, as well as a historical account of the classical 
and folk music of Northern India, entitled, Sangitiki. Both these 
| books were recommended by the University. 


But music alone could not hold him. He went on writing 
| novels, plays, travelogues and essays on men and things which 
won recognition more slowly but steadily among lovers of 
literature. He has published already about thirty books in 
Bengali and about half-a-dozen in English some of which have 
been translated in to Hindi, Gujerati and Tamil among the Indian 
languages. Among his English books may be mentioned as 
especially noteworthy a record of his conversations with Sri 
Aurobindo, Tagore, Rolland, Russell and Gandhi, entitled Among 
the Great which spread his famẹ all over the world. Then he 
wrote a brilliant biography of his dear friend Subhash Chandra 
Bose alias Netaji, entitled, The Subhash I Knew in which he 
brought out the greatness of the soul of his famous friend. He | 
translated into English a famous drama of his father, The Fall 
of Mevar which was praised by Pundit Jawaharlal Nehru himself. 


But although he went on writing and singing and composing 
songs he felt with his growing years a call deepening—the call j 
of the famous mystic-philosopher Sri Aurobindo whom he 
accepted finally as his spiritual Guru in 1928, since when he has 
been residing in the latter’s Yoga-Ashram at Pondichery. He 
comes out from time to time but only to serve his Guru and not 
the Muses. di ৰ 
Postscript (to bring it up-to-date). Since the passing 
of his Guru in 1950 Dilip Kumar has travelled widely once 
again, having been sent by the Indian Government in 1953 on a 
cultural mission. He toured the world with his daughter disciple, 
Indira Devi, singing and giving lectures in Japan, America, 
England, France, Germany, Switzerland, Italy, Egypt etc. 
Everywhere he sang, to the accompaniment of his disciple’s Q 
dances, hymns and psalms in various languages : Hindi, Bengali, 
| Sanskrit, English, German, French and Italian. He sings now 
only devotional songs, following the mantra of his Guru : “Art- 
for-the-Divine's sake.” 
But then a grave problem arose now—when he returned with 
| his daughter-disciple, Indira Devi, from his world-tour in 1953. 
4 He had, in 1928, surrendered—all his property and possessions 
to Sri Aurobindo and so, although he had declined Pundit Madan 
Mohan Malaviya's offer in 1925 to hold the Chair of Music in 
the Hindu University and later, declined to become the Director 
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of All India Radio (Rabindranath Tagore himself having offered 
to recommend him for the post), he was supported as a dear 
disciple by Sri Aurobindo from 1928 to 1950. But now that his 
Guru and all in all on earth was not there, he had to stand 
entirely on his own legs. At this time Sir C. P. Ramaswami 
Aiyar, the then Vice Chancellor of Annamalai University, invited 
him personally to become the Director of the Art Department 
of the University. But Dilip Kumar wrote, thanking him warmly, 
that he must stay true to his soul's call: to follow his Guru’s 
lead, trusting to God to support him and his Ashram that he 
wanted to found, relying only on Divine Grace to see him 
through. The material difficulties were serious and urgent but 
he managed somehow with the eager help of a few devotees and 
disciples to make both ends meet and run the Ashram (named 
Hari Krishna Mandir) which came into being in the holy city of 
Poona, hallowed by the tapasya of the great Marathi saints and 
seers. There he lives now and intends to pass the remaining 
years of his.life, dedicated to the one ideal: the Realisation of 
Lord Krishna in the heart and manifesting His Grace in life and 
for humanity with the co-operation of his dear daughter disciple 
who is the life and soul of the new-born Ashram. He has, besides 
her, a few disciples—Western as well as Indian—who are vowed 
to the same ideal. 

Since 1948 he has written a number of new books in English 
as well as in Bengali, so that in 1956 he claims authorship of 
more than fifty books in Bengali and about a dozen in English. 
Among these the most note-worthy are নি; 

The Upward Spiral—a mystical novel. 

Sri Aurobindo Came to Me—a tribute to the Sage. 

Sri Chaitanya—a drama in English blank-verse on the great 
message of the medieval saint and Messiah of divine love and 
brotherhood. 

Deshe Deshe Chali Ure (meaning flying from country to 
country)—a travelogue in Bengali giving a graphic and day to 
day account of his world-tour, lectures and concerts given in 
1953. 

Surabihar (in two parts, in Bengali)—notation of the 
devotional songs in Hindi, Bengali and Sanskrit : his own 
compositions and tunes. 

Aghatan Ajo Ghate—mystic novel in Bengali. 

Bhabi Ek Hai Ar—a novel in Bengali (in Press). 


In collaboration with Indira Devi : 


Shruatanjali & Premanjalicontaining Mira-bhajans composed 
in Hindi by Indira Devi and Dilip Kumar’s translations in Bengali 
and English. 
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The Beggar Princess—a drama in Five Acts on the life and 
message of the great Saint Mirabai. 


Kumbha—India’s Ageless Festival—an account of the holy 
festival held in Allahabad in 1953 and the great saints of India. 


A Sudhanjali—containing over 150 Mira-bhajans (in Press). 


* * * * 


Dilip Kumar has sung about oe the Gramophone ji 


) (H.M.V.) the most popular amon! ich are the following : 
N. 17057 .. lachaka lachaka & mere dilme Hindi 
N. 17417 ১১ kunjan ban & mere giradhar Hindi 
N. 20143 .. ab kyun ghar & ajab tamasha Hindi 
N. 20172° .. barhi anokhi & dura deshase Hindi 
N. 20208 .. phir kisiki & suno katha Hindi 
N. 20248 .. ham bharatake & sunila sagara Hindi 
P. 10730 .. Chakar rakho & ikdin jana Hindi 
N. 27347 ..janama marana & bana thana kar Hindi 

| N. 27623 .. shivoham & na tato na mata Sanskrit 

| N. 9991 .. brindabaner lila & both sides Bengali 

| N. 9936 .. mantramaya & ma Bengali 

| N. 27721 .. banga amar & dhao dhao Bengali 

| N. 31197 .. ami cheyechhi .. jadi diyechha Bengali 


Sung with Uma Bose: 


| N. 17289 ...tunekyakiya & aja sakhi suna Hindi 
| N. 27231 .. madhura murali & muraliwala nandake 
| lal Hindi 
| HT. 82 .. oke gan geye & bandhu ki ar kahibo Bengali 
Sung with Subhalakshmi : 
N. 14421 .. bande mataram & dhana dhanya Bengali 
| Sung with Manju Gupta : 
N. 31007 .. udhao amar man & ghum jai ma Bengali 
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DILIP KUMAR AND SRI AUROBINDO 
Dr. K. R. Srinivasa Iyengar 
[ Professor of philosophy and biographer of Sri Aurobindo ] 


Dilip—I shall call him Dilip, as Dilip Kumar Roy sounds too 
pompous for so ethereal and lovable a spirit—Dilip has evolved 
an ‘art’ of biography all his own. Perhaps the word ‘evolved’ 
is somewhat inappropriate here : Dilip hasn’t pursued laborious 
technological processes to arrive at his ‘art’; it has just come 
to him or he has come by it as a matter of course—and edict of 
destiny, if you will, but no frowns, no tears, no nerve-racking 
researches. His two earlier works—Among the Great and The 
Subhash 1 Knew—have made us familiar with the contours of this 
‘art’—an art so artless that it resembles the sinuous movements 
of a mountain stream rather than the rigid outlines of a massive 
structure, a style so unlaboured that it seems to write itself out, 
a style marked by the naturalness and insinuating cadences of 
the living voice rather than the organised rhythms of a conscious 
artist. He writes only of people whom he has seen and known 
and verily grappled to his heart. How few biographers have 
subjected themselves to this discipline of resolved limitation ! As 
Dilip writes of people he has known intimately, not only does he 
write, as a rule, from first-hand knowledge, he is also inevitably 
driven to project himself into the narratives. And so it comes 
about that when Dilip writes a biography, it turns out to be 
somewhat of an autobiography as well. There is, indeed, a 
fascinating muddling of the categories of biography and auto- 
biography, though the final result is not a muddle but the 
creation of a work pulsing with light and life, the convincing 
evocation of a person, a power, an environment and a point 
of view. 


Dilip’s genius for friendship, discipleship, love is but one of 
his cardinal qualifications for essaying biographies. Friendship 
could be allied with reticence and taciturnity—a private affair, 
pure and holy, not open to discussion, nor amenable to public 
exhibition. But no one law is valid for all. Boswell loved Johnson 
“on this side of idolatry”; yet he was, in a manner of speaking, 
a 'spy'—taking notes, making calculations, conducting Sherlock- 
Holmesian enquiries, prodding his hero at well-regulated intervals 
and photographing his reactions. In short, the lover has his own 
“axes to grind”, though these have now been acclaimed worthy 
axes, burnished to an unfading golden hue. In like manner, 
Dilip too has not only a genius for friendship but also 
a genius for drawing his friends out. A delightful con- 
versationalist, he is not unwilling to assume the pose of 
a forward child or of a fierce disputant, just to provoke 
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the other person into a characteristic outburst, or a memorable . 

| statement, or a sudden jet of argument or laughter. He has 
Sought numerous interviews and he has preserved a glittering 
record of them; even casual conversations have gone into his 
diaries to be drawn upon at need. And he has been a tireless 

1 correspondent. Dilip writes to A, who replies in due course; 

Ct Dilip now writes to B enclosing a copy of A’s reply: B’s reply 
arrives at last; promptly Dilip writes to C attaching copies of 
A’s and B’s replies and writes to A once again asking him what 
he thinks of B’s remarks........ already I am getting lost in the 
labyrinth, but not so Dilip, he holds the clues in firm grasp! 
With perfect candour he explains his methods : 


“Tt was often like this that it happened : sometimes he or a 
gurubhai would write something to me whereupon Sri Aurobindo 
would comment. I would then convey to Krishnaprem how things 
stood, and then he, as often as not, would come forward with his 
reactions to the message of Gurudev, upon which Gurudev would 
have something more to say by way of clarification, almost like 
a billiard-ball bounding and rebounding again and again.” 


And the process would result in “far-reaching repercussions”, 
achieving endless extension in space and time! One can only 
admire Dilip’s adroitness which at once generates and controls 
this oceanic mass of correspondence—wave upon wave, over- 
riding, interlocking, for ever changing and for ever the same! 
A genius for friendship, love, adoration and imaginative 
sympathy, coupled with a genius for conversation and cor- 
respondence: these native gifts Dilip has capitalised with the 
result that he is a biographer out of the ordinary, a biographer 
sui generis. 


Sri Aurobindo was one of the five “great” men covered by 
Dilip in his Among the Great; he is frequently referred to or quoted 
in The Subhas I Knew; and whatever the theme, even when he is 
only writing a novel or a drama on Sri Chaitanya or a poem on 
Prahlad, Sri Aurobindo also is the theme—for Sri Aurobindo is 
the Ground, the Air, the interpenetrating Ether in Dilip’s world. 
In his admirable book, however—challengingly entitled Sri 
Aurobindo Came to Me—there is no Maya-screen between him and 
his alchemist-friend, Gurudev and all-in-all. Yet, although Sri 
Aurobindo is the confessed theme of Dilip’s new book, his longest 
and greatest, it would be wrong to call it simply a biography of 
the Master. The title itself is audaciously disarming, Sri 
| Aurobindo Came to Me! The ‘inversion’ is masterly. Dilip didn’t 
| go to Sri Aurobindo : Sri Aurobindo came to Dilip! Hasn't Sri 

Aurobindo himself declared that “he who chooses the Infinite 
has been chosen by the Infinite?” Also, as Sri Aurobindo once 
confided to Dilip, 5 
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“Even before I met you for the first time, I knew of you 
and felt at once the contact of one with whom I had that relation 
which declares itself constantly through many lives.... It 
is a feeling which is never mistaken and gives the impression of 
one not only close to one but a part of one’s existence.” 

Does it mean that Sri Aurobindo Came to Me is really Dilip’s 
camoufiaged autobiography ? “This is not an autobiography,” 
Dilip emphatically asserts. On the other hand there is a whole 
chapter entitled “Avowediy Personal’, and even otherwise we 
catch Dilip saying, “I will have to pause here and become, once 
more, a little autobiographical.” The book, then, is autobiogra- 
phical without being an autobiography, and its principal 
merit is that the more we learn about Dilip the nearer we get 
to Sri Aurobindo. Nay, more: Dilip has projected into the main 
canvas other luminous figures as well, they too take us only closer 
to Sri Aurobindo. Dilip’s way of writing can be tantalizing, but 
it is also fascinating. He can combine the shrewdness of a 
diplomat with the irresponsibility of a spoilt child. But why 
complain ? And, after all, what is there to complain about ? 
Dilip’s methods are his own : but he ends by overwhelming the 
reader and leaves him with a sense of profound fulfilment. 


With rich multifoliate background, with infiuential friends 
the world over, having already made his mark in music and 
trailing clouds of glorious promise in other fields, Dilip 
nevertheless felt a gnawing discomfort in his heart and so visited 
Pondicherry and saw Sri Aurobindo in 1924. He returned in 
1928 and joined the Ashram—and he has been a sadhaka ever 
since. When Dilip took the decisive step and joined the Ashram, 
Sri Aurobindo had gone into complete seclusion, and hence letters 
were the only formal channel of communication between the 
Master and the disciples. For years Sri Aurobindo spent whole 
nights answering his correspondents. And none of his cor- 
respondents was SO demanding, so indefatigable, so irresistible, 
as Dilip. Sri Aurobindo’s integral Yoga comprehended all life 
and sought to transform it; hence the letters that passed between 
him and Dilip were also all-inclusive in subject-matter while the 
tone and the style too changed significantly even as the subject 
changed. There was, of course, the dominant preoccupation with 
the Supramental Idea. What exactly was the Supramental ? Did 
it really mean business ? When and how would it set about the 
job of transforming earth-nature into supernature ? There were 
Sri Aurobindo’s published works, no doubt, where these and allied 
questions were exhaustively answered. Yet Dilip asked and 
asked, raised doubts and propounded hypotheses, passed on titbits 
and obiter dicta and wouldn’t be denied an answer. “T often con- 
veyed to Gurudev such titbits to draw him out if I could”, Dilip 
confesses, and adds : “as, generally succeeded, I grew bolder...” 
Again: “Month after weary month I challenged him (Sri 
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Aurobindo) & prove his thesis which I knew in my heart of 
hearts to be true and yet, curiously, I insisted on flinging a 
deeper defiance every time he leaned down to accord me a kindlier 
handclasp”. And again: “Thus I went on blowing my bubble of 
sorrow, inveigled by its phantom iridescence.” But Sri Aurobindo 
patiently exposed Dilip’s “unconscious paralogisms as well as 
wilful sophism”, and drew nearer and still nearer to his heart's 
core. If necessary, he was prepared to play the game even as 
Dilip himself played it—to go one better, in fact, in flashfulness. 
Dilip once tried the telegraphic style : 

“O Guru, I send you a Bengali poem of mine entitled Akuti 
which I translated last night into English. Can you revise it ? 
Is it good? Mediocre? Worthless? Frank opinion, please ! 
But what about Raihana's letter? Won't return? You keep 
mum. What's up? Bridge-building ? Supramental? Wool- 
gathering ?” 

Sri Aurobindo’s reply was like “an echo to the song” : 

“I shall see if I can get a few minutes for revising your 
English translation. But you seem to have progressed greatly in 
your English verse. How so quickly? Yogic force? Internal 
combustion ? The subliminal self ? Raihana’s letter and drawing 
which have unaccountably turned up again with me. Poltergeist ? 
Your inadvertence ? Mine ?” This extraordinary freedom which 
Dilip enjoyed in his relations with the Master has proved very 
fruitful indeed, for to it we owe the hundreds of letters which 
Sri Aurobindo wrote to his disciple. Was it wrong of Dilip to 
have occasionally almost “gone for” Sri Aurobindo, to have so 
often provoked him and as often misunderstood him ? But there 
is another side to the shield, as Dilip himself realises. “I console 
myself today”, writes Dilip, “that even my wrongest moods did 
serve a two-fold purpose: first objectively, because they brought 
into relief his (Sri Aurobindo’s) great understanding of and 
compassion for human nature. ... and then, subjectively, because 
it can hardly be gainsaid that had I been by nature less intractable 
than I was, I might, indeed, have been richer today in Yogic 
experience, but should I not have been ever so much poorer in 
my intimate knowledge of that human side of him which is so 
infinitely precious to me?” The same Dilip who brings Sri 
Aurobindo’s humour and humanity is fully aware also of the 
Master’s global intelligence, the ambrosial quality of his mantric 
poetry, and the potencies of his earth-transforming Yoga. Dilip 
speaks about these, but others too have spoken about them ; but 
only Dilip can reveal to us the less austere, the more human 
sides of Sri Aurobindo’s power and personality. In his pages 
Sri Aurobindo remains a Colossus, a veritable Himalayas of 
Wisdom and Power, but all is toned up with the embracing 
fluidity of love, and the Master who is “august and dire” is seen 
from the human end, to be also a “sweet fulfiller of desire.” 
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Dilip writes in the course of the book that he”has “no wish 
to write a manual of Yoga.” If we wish to learn about Supra- 
mental Yoga, there are the Master's own works. Dilip's book is 
about Yogins more than about their Yoga—though, of course, 
Yoga comes breaking in. “The Making of Yogis' might, perhaps, 
have been the sub-title of the book. We watch the evolution of 
a Dilip, a Chadwick, a Nixon from agonised and purblind mortals 
into self-poised, and more and more purposively and creatively 
active sadhakas. The Master is, of course in a different category : 
for it would be wide of the mark to talk of his ‘evolution’—with 
him there has been ‘a manifestation of a growing Divine 
consciousness’, but not something human, laboriously scaling 
higher regions. His sojourn, his descending into clay, has been 
necessary to “bring the heavens down” ; and having assumed a 
human enevelope, he has partaken of human joys and trials, 
without denying its quintessential nature. The effect of Dilip’s 
book is to emphasize the humanity of the Master and also the 
growth in consciousness of his disciples. By apparently human 
ways the disciples are helped to transcend their humanity and 
achieve progress in their Yoga. 


The book is, likewise, not so much about poets or poetry, 
as about the making of poets and poetry. The chapter entitled 
“The Poet-Maker” is thus of unusual interest to students of poetry 
and Yoga, but reference to poetry and poets are scattered all 
over. Sri Aurobindo was both poet and critic of poetry, and he 
was also the prophet of the future poetry and, in very consider- 
able measure, fulfiller of his own prophecy. Dilip does ample 
justice to all these facets, and the illustrative quotations and his 
own appreciative comments enrich further a volume whose value 
even otherwise must be priceless. In particular, students of Sri 
Aurobindo’s poetry will feel grateful to Dilip for his excellent 
chapter on “The Message of Savitri’. 


In conclusion, whatever else is read, Dilip’s Sri Aurobindo 
Came to Me must also be read. Dilip was to Sri Aurobindo as 
St. John was in the bosom of Christ; and Sri Aurobindo Came 
to Me is the Aurobindonian Gospel according to Dilip--St. John. 
It is accordingly an indispensable book to all admirers of Sri 
Aurobindo; all students of Yoga; all lovers of poetry; and all 
serious practitioners of the creative art of Life. 
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DILIP : THE SEEKER 
S. R. Sharma 


Who saw your radiant face could never again 
Doubt Faith's deep power of commanding Light. 


In these revealing words Dadaji—Dilip Kumar Roy— 
expresses what I have always felt whenever I met him. They 
were written by him, about ten years ago, in a poem addressed 
to Sri Krishnaprem. 

Dadaji is, to most who have come into contact with him, a 
| beacon of Hope, Love, and Light.... 

Just as I am penning these lines, a friend comes to me with 
a note palpitating with the spontaneous tribute of those who 
attend Dilip’s bhajans at Hari Krishna Mandir, week after week. 
Its freshness and sincerity disclose the receptivity of the soil 
watered by Dadaji’s devotional songs : 

“Those who know Dilip Kumar Roy in Poona—and their 

number is growing—”, my friend writes, “rejoice that 

he has chosen to settle in their midst. This fact affords 

them uncommon Satsang, such as is rare to come by. 

They esteem his Sunday bhajans as a labour of love on 

his part for their sake. These bhajans, imbued at once 

with the sweetness of his soul and his honeyed voice 

and divine love and glories of his indwelling or incarnate’ 

Lord, tend perceptibly to soothe and elevate their 

hearts. Furthermore, his bhajans, and his occasional 

discourses, inspire a spiritual awakening and yield rich 
| spiritual food to all earnest aspirants. His calm, 
cheerful countenance and kindly eyes; the silent 
unobtrusive background influence of his daughter- 
disciple Indira Devi; and the holy atmosphere felt all 
round ;—are all conducive to these results. More than 

one have confessed to having been so influenced by him 

....Is Poona destined to become a reflex of Pondi- 

cherry ?” 

I am sure D.K.R. has no such ambition : I mean, to duplicate 
Pondicherry. No doubt, for us in Poona, Dilip is an embodiment 
of all that he imbibed from Sri Aurobindo during his twentyfive 
years’ stay with him. But, as his spiritual autobiography— 
Sri Aurobindo came to Me—amply demonstrates, Dilip has a very 
robust individuality ; and that is the real source of the charm he 
exercises over all who come within the penumbra of his rich 
personality. To quote his own words, again : 

No lover truly courts a bride 
Whose courtship is not free. 
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| Dilip’s courtship at Pondicherry was “free” in every sense of the 
| term. 

| He came to Poona recently because— 

II The world quivers with a God-light at its core, 
| In Time’s deep heart high purposes move and live. 

| (Savitri, ILV.) 

i We are, indeed, fortunate that Dilip came to us—not to 
| found a New Pondicherry so much as to foster a New Brindaban, 


for he has brought with him a New Mira (in the person of 
Indira Devi): and the two are inseparable from Sri Krishna. 


| 
| | Rightly understood, Sri Aurobindo's “Integral Yoga” has at 

| its core the synthesis of the triple strands of Bhakti, Jnana, | 
and Vairagya: and this is just what D.K.R. means to us—Devotion, il 
WI Knowledge, and Renunciation. In the words of Dilip’s own | 
| Bengali poem rendered into English by Sri Aurobindo himself, | 
p he felt : | 
i | A flute of farewell calls and calls, | 

Farewell to earthly things. 


That call made him yearn : | 
But when shall I the message learn | 
| That high-voiced music sings ? 





| and he declared : 
| For little lights I crave no more, 
| Now shall I silently 
Turn toward my heaven and greater home : 
Thy far eternity. 


Something in our common destiny, it seems, brought this 
Parama Bhagavata to Poona—Punya-nagar—the sanctuary of | 
saints (Jnaneshvar to Tukaram and Ramdas), as a halting place | 
in his pilgrimage “toward my heaven and greater home.” | 


Mira, too, wandered from Chitor to Brindaban, and from 
| Brindaban to Dvaraka : and wherever she went, she carried her 
| Krishna with her—until the two became ONE. 


_ Dilip’s quest—which is also Indira’s—and we might add, 
KI ours too—is not other than Mira's. He closes his illuminating 
| drama Sri Chaitanya with the following “declaration of faith” :— 


| None but the fool who sguanders all he counts | 

| As the most precious of this earth-life’s boons | 
Shall win to His last pinnacle of Bliss 

| Through Love which, starting as a flickering flame, | 

Must grow till its apocalyptic sun | 
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Will burn away the dross of our desire : 
| And this shall be achieved when we will learn 
| To merge, like moths, in Krishna’s Fire—of Love. 


He came to us as a “Friend of God”—to use Tauler’s telling 
phrase. Christ said to His disciples : “Now I call you no longer 
servants, but friends.” Tauler comments : “He used this word 
now when they had abandoned all to follow Him... .He, therefore, 
who wants to be a real friend of God, must abandon all and 
follow God.” The fruit of such friendship is thus summed up by 
the German mystic : “Man, then, becomes one spirit with God 
when he returns all to God as God has given all to him. By 
this return he makes himself a friend of God.” 


On Dilip’s countenance and in his conduct there is the 
unmistakable stamp of saintliness which Tukaram—the doyen 
of Maratha saints—thus describes : 


The servants of Hari are like Hari; free from fear, 

desire, anxious care, they heed not the world ; they are 
| girded up with the strength of devotion :....they are 

strong enough to vanguish death ; humble enough to 
| retire before all men, generous enough to give them- 
selves away ; possessing all accomplishments, they claim 
no knowledge....Tuka says, With increasing delight I 
tell the story of their love. 


Blessed are the pious, for their hearts are pure.... 
Those who possess an open mind and pleasant speech, 
such men deserve to be called fortunate ; a happy life 
| lies before them. One who is humble and respectful, 
| and does not change his demeanor, Tuka says, We 
| should rejoice when we utter his name. 


The sandal tree need not call the other trees together 
and talk of its own perfume. Its inner quality comes 
to light through its natural power; it cannot restrain 
it though it would. The sun need not ask its rays to 
shine in order to awaken the world. Tuka says, The 
clouds make the peacocks dance ; no one can conceal 
the truth. 


| Dilip attracts us not because of his scholarship which is vast 
and profound, not because of his rich and varied accomplish- 
ments or talents which lie concealed under his unassuming 
simplicity ; not because of his magnetic personality which has all 
the marks of greatness (though he does not count himself 
“among the great”); not even because of his music for which he 
is so justly famous; but essentially and chiefly because of his 
childlike simplicity, his loving and lovable nature, and his deep 
and sparkling sincerity. He is above all a seeker, a devotee, a 
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| C | man of prayer. This last as Alexis Carrel assesses it : “Prayer 
|| is not only worship,” writes the Nobel Laureate, “it is also an 
| invisible emanation of man’s worshipping spirit—the most 
powerful energy that one can generate. The influence of prayer 

| on the human mind and body is demonstrable as that of secreting 

| glands. Its results can be measured in terms of physical 

| buoyancy, greater intellectual vigour, moral stamina, and a 
deeper understanding of the realities underlying human relation- 

ships. A tranguillity of bearing, a facial and bodily repose, are 

1) observed in those whose inner lives are enriched by prayer. 
[0 Within the depths of consciousness a flame kindles. And man | 
| sees himself .... Thus begins a journey of the soul towards the 1 
realm of grace.” 


Dilip is a shining exemplar of this transfiguration. « When 
we listen to his bhajans we forget the song and the singer as well 
as ourselves. He himself becomes a note in the symphony, and 
our hearts mere chords in the harp. Their echoes roll from soul 
|| w soul. And all this because of the real devotion which inspires 

them. 


“Your songs have softened my heart,” I told Dilip on my 
first appearance at his bhajan; “I want you to subjugate it.” The 
conquest is not complete yet ; but it is still in progress. 


I write not to praise Dadaji, for he is above all adulation; 
| but out of the genuine regard I feel towards him as an advanced 
| pilgrim on the Path. I could sincerely assure him in the words 
| of Matthew Arnold: 





| And through thee I believe 
| In the noble and great who are gone ; 
Pure souls honour’d and blest 
By former ages,.... { 
0] Yes 1 I believe that there lived 
| Others like thee in the past, 
| Not like the men of the crowd,.... 
But souls temper'd with fire, 
Fervent, heroic and good, 
Helpers and friends of mankind. 





POONA, 
| February 10, 1957. 
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SWAMI RAMDAS IN POONA 
Dilip Kumar Roy 


POONA, 
Hari Krishna Mandir, 
Holi, 16th March, 1957 


Dear Richard and Don, 

You were right in felicitating us. The purifying contact of 
Swami Ramdas and Mataji Krishnabai for three full days was, 
indeed, a blessed experience for us all. I will try now to give 
you a brief account of the hurricane of joy that passed over our 
little Ashram, Hari Krishna Mandir, during their three days’ stay 
with us. Only it was a hurricane that cleansed the atmosphere 
without harming even a tender petal of rose-aspiration. 


Yes, the saints cleanse and purify without doing violence to 
our unregenerate nature. When you will come here, you will 
read with us the Bhagavat (you must and then we shall recite 
together 1, 1, 15). 


Even the Ganga’s waters will take long to make men clean : 
But saints with one touch purify all who transgress and sin. 


The Bhagavat has not overstated the magic of the boons 
true saints come to give : Swami Ramdas—or Papa as they call 
him tenderly—did act on all who contacted him as a purifying 
agent. Only he purified not by dint of the heat of Rudra: he 
melted the dross in all he greeted by the light of his beneficent 
personality, his laughter (with a merry twinkle, as often as not) 
his crystalline simplicity, his refreshing anecdotes and, above all, 
by what he has become through his one-pointed concentration on 
Ram whose loyal servant he has become today, to be the better 
able to teach us, unhappy egoists, the supreme bliss of being a 
servant of the Lord. “Chakar rakho ji’—sang Mira, the un- 
forgettable slave (dasi) of the one Master of us all. But how 
few can practise in life what they preach through their songs 
and lectures ! Thousands sing this immemorial song but rarely 
comes one, like Ramdas or Krishnabai, to us, to show how one 
can live up to the ideal but to come down to earth-life on which 
they acted here in Poona with all the alchemic power the Lord 
has booned them with. 


We all went to the station—a big crowd of devotees—with 
garlands and flowers. They alighted from the train—three of 
them : Papa Ramdas, Mataji Krishnabai and Swami Sacchida- 
nanda, their devoted disciple. This charming young man has 
endeared himself to all by his genuine refinement, deep humility 
and, above all, by his indefatigable ardour to serve his gurus. He 


47 


























GOLDEN BOOK 


is one of the six disciples, I understand, whom Papa has initiated 
in the orthodox sannyas. The rest are householder devotees who 
are neither asked nor expected to submit themselves to the hard 
discipline exacted from a sannyasi acolyte. I make mention of 
Sacchidananda to stress a fact, alas, too often forgotten : namely 
it is not easy for a disciple to make service to the Guru the main 
plank of his sadhana, like a Sacchidanada, a Krishnaprem, an 
Indira. Do not misunderstand me. I do not for a moment 
suggest that a householder disciple is necessarily less evolved 
spiritually than a sannyasi. I only mean that those who are vowed 
to give all that they have and are to the Guru do serve him in 
a way beyond the capacity of the common run. Sacchidananda 
lives to serve his Guru. All honour to such a one who can stake 
his all for the All-in-all, in the Guru. 


Papa and Mataji put us, Indira and myself, at our ease 
at once. Here Mataji is endowed with a native gift as it were, 
for her every movement is so natural and simple that Indira, 
who had to work hard from daybreak to midnight to feed scores 
of guests, heaved a sigh of relief—she told me confidentially, 
after having realised what Mataji could be in action. We had, 
indeed heard a lot about her greatness and unassuming, self- 
effacing personality. But, as a Bengali adage has it, one can 
hardly know another truly till one has lived under the same roof 
with him (or her). Mataji came as though to be tested on this 
basis till we, who came to know her, living under the same roof, 
found that she was all and even more than she was made out by 
her devotees. She ate with us at the same table often serving 
us while partaking of the prasad left by Papaji. A supremely 
loving soul and utterly self-unconscious, she was always mindful 
of all who sat at table with her. How she laughed and talked 
unconstrainedly with us and comported herself as though she 
had known us all, all her life! Somebody had described her as 
shy. But we felt that she was only natural and transparent— 
like a limpid stream purling along or, shall we say, a flower 
nodding in the breeze—but a flower of grace which not only 
wafts fragrance but smiles at all who happen to be there. 
Sahajia is the word in mystic terminology which applies to her : 
it means—utterly at ease, spontaneous and natural. I would 
certainly not call her shy or timid for she is strong enough in all 
conscience when strength alone can meet the situation. An 
instance : somebody invited Ramdasji to a school in the evening. 
He agreed. Suddenly Mataji stepped in, unasked, and put her 
foot down on it and in simple Hindi vetoed it all. Somebody 
said : “But Papa has consented.” Mataji pursed her lips and said : 
“He will consent to anything. He is a child, pure and simple. 
But then he is not well and cannot take liberties with his health. 
You may take him there between 4 and 5 in the afternoon, 
but not in the evening. He mustn’t catch a chill.” The persons 
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who had come to invite murmured something about the afternoon 
being inconvenient. The Mataji shook her head : “Sorry if the 
time does not suit you. Can’t be helped, for I can’t allow him 
to go out in the evening.” So they had to agree to the afternoon. 
You can’t call such a ruler shy. No: sahajia is the title that fits 
her, like a glove. Indira calls her great in that she has fulfilled 
the ideal of Indian womanhood : sweet, gracious and graceful, but 
neither timid nor vacillating, not indeed Over-assertive but un- 
yielding when yielding would be wrong. True, she has an innate 
repugnance to be in the limelight anywhere and prefers to act 
from the background, but she acts all right even when she keeps 
herself in the shadows. That is why before leaving our place 
Ramdas said to me : “Ramdas is only a talker : it’s she who’s the 
doer.” Mataji laughed and waved the compliment away with a 
mere “Bah!” It's indeed a beautiful relationship—theirs—one 
suppiementing as well as complementing the other. I can recall 
no other instance among the saints I have seen in my life where 
such an exquisite spiritual relationship can be said to have 
flowered out so spontaneously. “The other day, Mataji,” I said 
to her as I greeted her at the station, “I spoke to a big gathering 
of our devotees about you for about forty minutes.” She just 
smiled and said : “But why me? You should have spoken only 
of Papa.” Truly a remarkable blend of strength and humility! 
But to come back to Papa now. 


We chalked out a tentative programme subject to alterations 
from day day. Papa agreed to meet the devotees and seekers 
who would come for two hours in the morning and two in the 
afternoon. The evenings were to be devoted to bhajan-singing 
(chorus and solo) and arati before the Image of our Lord. We 
all sang rightly an arati song composed by Indira, as a sadhaka 
moved the censer up and down, round and round before the 
Image. Thereafter prasad was to be distributed. 


Our hall is generally crowded in the mornings. So we spread 
extra mats in the adjoining room and verandah to accommodate 
many more who were likely to come. 


We were not mistaken. The hall was packed to suffocation 
by 9 in the morning. Many had come from Bombay. A dear 
friend of ours, Vishnoo Shivdasani, had come all the way from 
Hyderabad and his wife from Delhi. Vishnoo proved his mettle 
by posing questions tirelessly to be met by Papa’s equally tireless 
answers. This duel of words was soon to become a feature of 
our daily programme. 


It is not possible to give you in a letter such as this, even a 
substantial resume of the day-to-day happenings during Papa’s 
brief stay with us. Everyday was replete with events that broke 
out into unforeseen thrills from moment to moment as it were, 
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especially during these eager talks of the devotees with Papa : 
the questions asked, the answers given, the clarifications sought, 
the implications of the statements brought out through illumi- 
nating similes, and last, though by no means the least, the 
challenges flung to be met by Papa’s ready repartees which 
intermittently evoked ripples of laughter in our big hall. Only 
one thing must be noted : Papa is not one for mouthing cliches. 
Not that he says anything which runs counter to the findings 
of India’s greatest sages (after all, all truths are as old as the 
hills) but that he puts it all in his own way with a simple inimit- 
able charm that hardly ever misses the target, reinforced, as 
often as not, by his infectious laughter as simple as it is heart- 
warming. Also, let me add, his answers were so effective as 
they were as much because of their aptness as because of the 
way they were worded—in the simplest language, rife with 
images, starred with anecdotes and mellowed by his disarming 
laughter. To give an instance. 


Somebody asked about how saints spoke. Pat came the 
answer: “Like the proverbial parrot to teach other parrots.” 
A startling answer, indeed ! And so Papa added quickly: “A 
parrot, you see, learns to speak most easily when taught by 
another parrot. So a mirror is held before him in which he sees 
his own image and takes it for a fellow parrot. Now the trainer 
hides himself behind the mirror and speaks the words which 
the parrot thinks are addressed to him by the other parrot in 
the mirror, and so is fired to repeat them faultlessly. Similarly, 
the Lord speaks through the saints who, being human like us, 


stimulate us to emulate them.” 


Sometimes, again, Papa would exploit very ordinary happen- 
ings to bring home the position of the mystic vis-a-vis the 
Divine. Here is an instance to the point. “How could we know,” 
somebody asked, “that the Lord is so near and dear to us and 
how can we grow to love Him without having met Him ?” 
Papa smiled and answered: “Once upon a time, there was a 
mother with a little son. The father had gone abroad to make 
a living. The little son had never seen him but had grown to 
love him having heard from his mother daily how great his 
father was. One day a playmate of his laughed at him when 
he said that he loved his father heart and soul. ‘How can you 
love one you haven’t so much as seen ?” he said. The son 
replied with a touching simplicity: ‘But my mother has seen 
him’. Comment on such a beautiful parable is superfluous : it 
convinces by its very simplicity. Only faith leads to love. 
There is a Bengali song Sri Ramkrishna used often to quote : 
“Na jene, na shune kane, man giye tai lipta holo” : “T knew 
Him not but heard His Name and so my heart was drawn by 
Him.” 
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It is not necessary nor possible to record in detail his 
numerous answers to the numerous questions of the Poonaites. 
Swami Sacchidananda, the ideal disciple, has recorded his 
answers to questions galore in Papa’s World is God and Ramdas 
Speaks. I have given the two answers he gave here only to 
illustrate the nature of some of the questions he had to answer 
here as well as to stress their appositeness. 


It is not that devotees came here only to see him. Hundreds 
came, as they usually do, to pay homage to the Lord’s Image in 
our temple as also to attend the bhajan soirees and matinées. But 
these too came to be attracted by Papa the moment they were 
greeted by his radiantly cheerful face, lovely smile and gracious 
willingness to answer their questions again and again—often 
enough the same questions answered from different angles, illus- 
trated by different anecdotes. We did, indeed, wonder how 
Papa, who is anything but strong physically (in fact he has 
always been rather frail and said here once that he owes his 
long life to Mataji’s careful tending ahd nursing) and is over 
seventy-odd years in age, could go on meeting new-comers from 
day to day and welcome them with his never-failing smile and 
laughter and answers and repartees! Of course questions such 
as these carry their own answers : in this case the answer being 
that it is his spontaneous love for all, the love of a seer who 
sees his beloved Ram in all and so can’t help but love, that 
endows him with the strength to go all out to help those who 
need help. 


One day—on the 28th March, to be precise—we went to 
visit the far-famed Sadhu Vaswaniji at his Mira School. The 
vast hall was packed with Vaswaniji’s devotees who sang their 
welcome to Papa. Then Vaswaniji stepped in and embraced 
Papa tenderly. The sight of the two saints greeting each other 
thus made all hearts heave, for it was, indeed, a beautiful sight 
and reminded us of two holy rivers meeting to form an even 
holier confluence : each melts into the other and yet preserves 
its distinctive individuality ! 


Sadhu Vaswani spoke of Papa’s love, Papa returned the 
compliment by speaking of Vaswaniji’s compassion for all and 
lastly, I spoke at some length of the blessedness of such a meet- 
ing of saints and how saints fulfilled their divine mission through 
love and living what they preached. India is India because her 
soil is favourable to the growth of saints. Sri Aurobindo was 
surely right when he wrote: “The hero, the Rishi, the saint, 
are the natural fruits of our Indian soil and there has been no 
age in which they have not been born.” 


Dawned March 1st Papa and Mataji would leave us to- 
morrow—was the sad thought that visited each of us as we sang 
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| f in chorus our welcome song to them composed by Indira Devi 
| in Hindi : 
aed! ই অনু সীন ATT 
লামংনল হজ A সযন্ধী ইল আমা | D 
aot us সী wad KN 


| 
i বল্হলা জী UATE ! নল্ছুলা জী AT 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Aa হাজা, ন্গীন হা, Ba ঘহ ই Ae | | 
নখী মীন জনম হাম সম-নীন Stet | | 
জীন অল্তু অত aa হাম ই অমাধা । 
সী সী হাম জঁ অ হাম জজ হাম ঘামা ॥ ২॥ | 





TA সদি আজ বই ara Hoo নাজী | 
| হান নলা হামহাজ উল ই TAT | 
Fi ft যমজ A যাম অ অঁ বাম মানা ॥ই॥ 


i 
aa ART RU নই eared amat | | 
| { 
Which I translated so that it may be sung in the same tune : | 
We bow to thee, O Ramadas, great saint, | 
we bow to thee: | 
O peerless child, whose love outflowers in | 
pure simplicity ! || 
Thou com'st to bless our arid earth with | 
| His Name's rain of Grace | 
| And chantest : “Ram ! I sing thy glory in deep 
| gratefulness. 


| “Who's a king and who’s a bondsman ? Who’s 
| an alien, say ? | 
| Behold with the eye of love: in friend and 
| foe—tis He would play! 
| On Iand and sea 'tis He who reigns ! All live by 
| His breath of Grace, 
And so O Ram! I sing thy glory in deep 
gratefulness.” 
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Touching thy feet the earth is blessed, 
O Ram’s darling son! 

Blessed Krishnabai and those who have seen 
in thee the One 

And known that through Ramdas comes Ram 
to serve and sport in Grace 

And chants: “O Ram! I sing thy glory in 
deep gratefulness.” 


As we sang this song a great many wondered how this great 
saint could make them all love him so naturally and spontane- 
ously as though they had known him for ages! Was it not 
simply because he is so spontaneous and natural himself and 
as such can do away with all ceremonies which make for aloof- 
ness and awe ? But then why analyse the mystery of love and 
saintliness ? Let us claim the Lover with the response of love 
and sing with him the Lord’s glory “in deep gratefulness.” 


Probably Papa had felt this response at the time we were 
singing his paean; for he said after we had come to an end, 
looking at Indira and myself: “You two have created here a 
nucleus of love for I feel the vibration of love at every turn 
from the devotees you have attracted.” 


I felt a heave in my heart. “We have little else to offer 
Papa. All we have is love. We are but two drops—” 


“Not drops,” Papa cut in. “You have dug a vast lake of 
love here which is so inviting and cool that I have grown hoarse, 
don’t you see, dipping into it again and again.” And he laughed. 
(The context is: Papa had grown hoarse answering our ques- 
tions morning and evening for hours. So he made light of it 
by assuring us that it was all because he had taken too much 
curd !) 


Then I made bold to put a last question. 


“Papa,” I said, “would you mind telling us about your final 
realisation which they call vishwarupa darshan ?” 


Papa instantly acquiesced and gave a long detailed descrip- 
tion of his burning aspiration and yearning which led him to 
Arunachala Hill hallowed by the tapasya of the peerless saint, 
Bhagavan Raman Maharshi. I can only give here the gist of 
his long narration. 


Papa said: “There Ramdas was in a cave, living on just 
one meal a day. He went out in the morning to beg, and came 
back to boil the pot of rice—just rice which he shared with the 
squirrels who were his only companions in the cave. One day 
somebody suggested Ramdas pay a visit to Raman Maharshi, 
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the saint of saints. Ramdas instantly agreed and we went 
straight to where Maharshi was staying. Ramdas prostrated 
himself before Maharshi and said that he had come only for 
the saint’s blessings. The Maharshi fastened his gaze on 
Ramdas and it was such a tender look of deep compassion that 
Ramdas felt a thrill of joy and understood that he had obtained 
what he had come for. He said nothing more and went back 
to his solitary cave where he went on taking the Name in an 
ecstasy of longing when, lo, suddenly his Lord Ram, alias 
Muralidhar Krishna, appeared before him and danced all round 
him. It was a maddening dance, accompanied by His flute.” 


“Did you see Him with closed eyes or open?” I interjected. 


“With open eyes, as Ramdas is seeing you,” Papa answered. 
“But it was not this momentary vision that Ramdas’s heart had 
craved. For he knew that a vision like this would never last 
and so when the Lord would vanish Ramdas would have to 
revert to his darkness. So he prayed for the darshan of dar- 
shans, the Vision of visions, which comes to stay for ever so 
there is no more parting, which puts a final term to viraha. 
In a word, Ramdas prayed for the vishwarupa darshan, that is, to 
see Ram always in everything that is. Nothing less would 
satisfy Ramdas.” Papa smiled and paused. Then with a beati- 
fic smile: “And it came one morning unexpectedly—when the 
entire landscape changed. All was Ram, nothing but Ram— 
wherever Ramdas turned! Everything was ensouled by Ram— 
vivid, throbbing, large with life—the trees, the shrubs, the ants, 
the cows, the cats, the dogs—everything animate or inanimate 
pulsated with the Presence of the one Ram. And Ramdas danced 
with an uncontainable joy, like a child who, when given a lovely 
present, can’t help breaking out into a dance. “And so,” Papa 
went on with a radiant smile, “was it with Ramdas : he danced 
for joy and rushed at a tree in front which he embraced because 
it was not a tree but Ram Himself! A man was passing by. 
Ramdas ran towards him and embraced him calling out: ‘Ram, 
O Ram! The man got scared and bolted. But Ramdas would 
not let him go and dragged him back to his cave. The man 
noted that Ramdas had.not a tooth in his head and so felt a 
little reassured : at least the mad fellow would not be able to 
bite him.” He laughed out and we echoed, in chorus. 


“And then ?” I asked, after the laughter had subsided. 


“The bliss and the joy came to be permanent, like a torrent 
rushing downhill till it finds a placid level of limpid ever-singing 
stream. This experience is called sahaj samadhi in which you 
can never be cut off from the consciousness of being at one with 
the One who has become all, in which you feei you are one 
with all because you have perceived that all is He.” 
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The room throbbed as though with a holy Presence. And ° 

I loved Ramdas that he could talk thus to us all so naturally 
of the only thing that is worth talking about. But alas, we talk 
on of this and that frittering away our precious energy having 
nothing better to talk (or hear) about. Our homage to this 
3 great child of Ram, who has never grown, thank God, so that 
we can hear at one remove the Flute he has heard and behold 
in all the One-in-all he has visioned ! 


And that is why he can win our hearts at once, because 
he can make us feel the thrill he has felt of the Supreme Contact. 


One last word. Papa told us that he had assured the 
Westerners that there would be no Third World War. After 
he had left I wrote to him asking whether it was a personal 
opinion he had expressed or a revelation given to him by Ram. 
He wrote back a loving letter in answer with which I will end 
this humble tribute to the great God-lover. 


“Beloved Ram,” he wrote, “Ramdas did assure the Wester- 
ners that there would be no Third World War. This he said 
as inspired by Ram. You may take it as a revelation. 


“It is not only that you enjoyed our stay with you, but we 
too had an overwhelmingly blissful time in the company of 
yourself and Indira Devi, bathing in the holy atmosphere of your 
Hari Krishna Mandir. The days we spent with you are really 
unforgettable. 





Ever your Self, 
Ramdas” 


When he left our Ashram I was reminded again and again 
of a famous saying of Acharya Shankar : 


“অহন HATA SSI THAT TAA” 


“The liberated soul lives only to serve others.” 


SRI DILIP KUMAR ROY 
Swami Ramdas 


[His Holiness Saint Ramdas Swami, Anandashram, author of The Vision of God, 
Quest of God, At the Feet of God, World is God etc.] 


MALABAR, 
Anandashram, Kanangad, 
March 11, 1957 


Ramdas met Sri Dilip Kumar Roy several years ago when 
he paid a visit to Anandashram. The moment Ramdas saw him, 
he was deeply impressed by his radiant personality. His face 
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was shining with a sattwic lustre. His heart was overflowing 
with a rare devotion to Sri Krishna. He stayed with us for about 
a fortnight. He used to come to the Bhajan Hall and regale 
us with his enthralling music. He is a singer by divine right. 
He would send his listeners into thrills of ecstasy by the sweet- 
ness of his love-inebriated voice. His angelic rhythm strikes 
the heart-strings of the votaries of God’s nectarine Name. 


Dilip Kumar is a disciple of Sri Aurobindo, the great Yogi 
of Pondichery. In spiritual attainments, under the fostering 
care of his Divine Master, he has scaled dizzy heights. His life 
has been pure and glorious. Recently, Ramdas had the happy 
privilege of staying with him at his Hari Krishna Mandir in 
Poona. It is difficult to describe the three blissful days we spent 
in his delectable company. Every evening he sang with his 
usual spiritual fervour and sent the audience into trances of 
joy. All the members of the congregation would sit still, en- 


‘wrapt in drinking the intoxicating cadence of his inspired voice. 


When he sang of Lord Shiva—Bhutanatha bhava bhima bibhola— 
on Mahashivaratri day, during this visit, he raised waves of 
rapture in our hearts. It was, indeed, a thrilling experience. 
He conveys to the heart of the devotee a soul-elevating message 
through his enchanting music. 


Besides being a great musician, he is also a poet and a 
writer. He has composed many beautiful poems and also 
written some books in his inimitable style. His English is 
superb, his poetry is full of grace and beauty. 


Ramdas cannot but add to this tribute a few words about 
Srimati Indira Devi. Srimati Indira Devi is Dilip Kumar's 
daughter-disciple. She lives with him, serving him with all 
devotion. A sweet and lovable nature, she is humble, gentle 
and affectionate, and the famous Saint Mira makes her a vehicle 
for transmitting to the world new inspiring songs. Ramdas has 
got with him two books containing the songs Mira sung through 
Indira Devi. She often joins Dilip Kumar in his concerts. Her 
melodious voice, mingling with his, produces a rare harmony. 


During the three days we were with these two spiritually 
illumined souls, we were looked after by him with great care 
and affection which cannot lend itself to expression. We were 
bathed in a veritable sea of love and joy. Ramdas does not 
know what more he can write on them. 


It was, indeed, a blessed day when we came into contact 
Iwith Dilip Kumar who is familiarly known as Dadaji. He will 
lever remain our beloved Dadaji. 
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DILIPKUMAR AS A CULTURAL AMBASSADOR 
Aravinda Bose 
[Professor of Indian Philosophy, Durham University, England] 


The cultural distance between India and the United States 
will be considerably shortened by the forthcoming arrival here 
of Mr. Dilip Kumar Roy, the famous Indian musician who is 
going out on a world-tour on a cultural mission as the Govern- 
ment representative of the Indian Union. 


Mr. Roy originally decided to go to America in response 
to an invitation from the American Academy of Asian Studies, 
San Francisco, which is doing splendid work in bringing the 
States and the East closer to each other on the cultural front. 
Under the sponsorship of the Academy Mr. Roy was to lecture 
on Indian music and also give demonstrations of the rich heri- 
tage of the musical art of India. He would be accompanied by 
his disciple and spiritual daughter, Indira Devi, the noted Indian 
mystic poet and the great dancer who has given up the wealth 
and luxury she was born to, in order to follow the call of the 
spirit under the aegis of her Guru, from whom she learnt music 
as well. Now, however, Dilip Kumar will be going as an accre- 
dited representative of the Government of India on his cultural 
mission. 


Of all the arts music is the most creative and its appeal 
is universal. And if the artist using this medium is also on 
top of being a musician, an intellectual and interested in the 
problems of cultural inter-relations, nothing better can be desired. 
There is hardly anybody in the world better qualified to inter- 
pret Indian music to the receptive among the music-lovers in 
the West than Mr. Roy. He has not only long been recognised 
as a master of his art but is also a leading intellectual of his 
country. A poet, playwright and novelist in addition to being a 
singer of incomparable greatness, Mr. Roy is peculiarly fitted 
to do the work he has been called upon to do. 

Born fifty-five years ago, Mr. Roy comes from one of the 
richest and most cultured families in Bengal, India’s easternmost 
but one State and leader of renascent India. His father, 
Mr. D. L. Roy, was a great poet and playwright .... who is loved 
all over the country, as one who spread fire through his patriotic 
songs and plays, which are a model of perfection in plot, cons- 
truction, dramatic unfoldment of the theme, delineation of 
characters and dialogue. The senior Roy’s famous contempo- 
rary Tagore hailed him as a great poet. Of one of his plays, 
Mewar Patan translated by his worthy son as The Fall of Mewar, 
Jawaharlal Nehru said: ‘It is moving and powerful. I wish 
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I could read it in the original’. The senior Roy was also an 
accomplished musician who composed beautiful lyrical songs 
when still in his teens. Indeed, music is in the family. 
Mr. Roy’s grandfather was one of the greatest singers of his 
time and introduced a particular style into Bengal for which 
he became very famous. Love of music was instilled into the 
sensitive soul of Mr. Roy when he was very young, indeed, in 
his childhood. 


Though an artist to the core, Mr. Roy undertook the study 
of the sciences in the University stage after a brilliant scholarly 
career in the High School. After graduating with First class 
Honours in Mathematics from the University of Calcutta, 
Mr. Roy went to England where he was admitted into the Fitz- 
william Hall, Cambridge. He had intended to qualify himself 
for the Bar and the degree of LL.B. But music demanded his 
whole-hearted attention. He consulted many eminent people, 
among them Bertrand Russell, the far-famed British philosopher, 
who advised him to devote himself more fully to music as a 
means both of his self-development and service to his country. 
Roy also had taken the advice of the Director of the Sterne’s 
Conservatorium, Berlin, where he learnt violin, vocal music and 
voice-production according to the Italian method. 


Though music became his main preoccupation, Mr. Roy did 
not neglect his studies altogether. He did not qualify for the 
Bar, but he passed the first part of both the Mathematics Tripos 
and the Music Special examinations. This was in 1921. By 
this time he already became quite well-known as an exponent 
of Indian music and invitations came from various places to 
speak on and give demonstrations of his art. One such invita- 
tion from the Society for International Peace and Freedom took 
him to Lugano, Switzerland, to a conference where among others 
he met Russell as a fellow speaker. Since then the philosopher 
and the musician have been friends. Mr. Roy had already made 
friends with Romain Rolland who was deeply impressed by 
Mr. Roy’s singing. He predicted that Indian music would have 
a great future among Europeans who were a little receptive and 
requested Mr. Roy to publish his country’s music on the conti- 
nent. They had numerous discussions and much correspondence 
on music, particularly Indian music vis-a-vis Western music. 
Mr. Roy’s lectures and singing greatly impressed the delegates 
to the Lugano conference, his name spread far and wide and 
he had invitations from various places. Among the capitals he 
visited was Prague where he met and dined with President 
Masaryk at the latter’s palace. The scholar-statesman and the 
ardent artist discussed Tolstoy and Gandhi. 


Mr. Roy returned to India in 1922. Fortunately he had 
independent means. He had enough to live on and sufficient 
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to spare. But he did not settle down to a life of easy luxury 
and aimless enjoyment. Instead he undertook a musical and 
cultural tour of India. He met almost all the recognised masters 
of vocal and instrumental music, learnt, discussed and argued 
with them regarding various problems. He was up against blind 
orthodoxy and ably pleaded for creativity in music. For though 
steeped in the classical tradition he always felt the need for 
experiment and new modes and expressions. And, as always 
happens with innovators, he was at first belittled, even jeered 
at, and some among the orthodox people lamented that Music 
was losing a devotee who was nothing short of a genius. But 
his enthusiasm was not damped, for he knew that his intuition 
was right. Today after long years of experiment Mr. Roy’s 
contribution to Indian music is recognised by all discerning 
critics, 

In 1927 Mr. Roy was off to Europe again. He visited and 
lectured and gave concerts at many places. But his spirit was 
weary and hungering for a new orientation. Ever since his 
childhood and through his adolescence and youth there was a 
deep urge in him for the Divine. And his second visit to 
Europe, war-devastated and confused, showed him the hollow- 
ness of a mere material civilization, however brilliant the intellec- 
tual and aesthetic the culture it might embody. Three years 
before, in 1924, he had met Sri Aurobindo, the greatest philo- 
sopher ‘and spiritual master of contemporary India. This con- 
tact with the sage endowed with a new intensity his innate 
spiritual strain and he hurried back to India to find a spiritual 
life. In 1928 he made over his considerable fortune to the 
Ashram of Sri Aurobindo and went to live there. 


During his stay at Pondicherry extending over two decades 
at the Sri Aurobindo Ashram Mr. Roy has flowered into a most 
powerful and significant poet, novelist and playwright who uses 
both his mother tongue and English with equal felicity. His 
music has gained enormously in depth and range. His early 
training in Berlin has stood him in good stead even today when, 
at 60, he enthralls large audiences by his rich, vibrant voice 
which flows with the passion and surge of a mighty river. His 
mastery of the technique of voice-production gives his music 
a rounded perfection which is enchanting. The haunting tunes 
and melodies of his songs and their spiritual fervour create 
an atmosphere of an unforgettable sweetness, power and 
harmony. And this is the greatest thing about Mr. Roy’s music 
—its spiritual appeal that arouses in the receptive listener a 
wistful longing for the Divine, an aspiration for God and the 
innate soul that is in truth a child of God. Mr. Roy says that 
music to realise its highest possibilities must be spiritual, that 
the artist’s soul must sing out its apprehension of the beauty 
and mysterious distance and nearness of God. Music must 
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express one’s appreciation, at least the seeking, of Truth, Beauty 
and Goodness. Anybody who has had the opportunity of listen- 
ing to Mr. Roy singing one of his matchless devotional songs 
must acknowledge that his art is a revelation, that his voice 
catches something of the Music of the Spheres and gives 
utterance to the eternal World itself. 


Mr. Roy is one of the few persons in the world who are 
equally well-equipped in Indian and Western music. And his 
various cultural attainments eminently qualify him for the task 
of interpreting the East to the West through music and other 
means. A man who has won the admiration and friendship of 
such diverse personalities as Nehru and Gandhi, Russell and 
Rolland, Tagore and Radhakrishnan, and above all has won 
the love and blessings of Sri Aurobindo, Mr. Roy is a world 
citizen. In October 1949 the Mexican journal El Norte in a 
featured article on Mr. Roy in a series called ‘One Hundred 
World-Celebrities’ wrote : “Dilip Kumar Roy is one of the most 
enlightened among those who have become pilgrims of the Spirit 
in modern India......... For him, Bach, Palestrina, Handel, 
Beethoven, Caeser Frank are just Pleateaus of Vibrations that 
contacted divine hands, the contact all musicians enjoy when 
the soul reflects the essence of the Divinity—when his song rises 
to Love and Bliss.” Mr. Roy’s song always rises to Love and 
Bliss and communicates something of their taste to his audience. 


As an author, Mr. Roy has published monographs and books 
on music and prosody, several volumes of poems in Bengali and 
one of English poetry, a number of novels, some of them consi- 
dered to be among the best in the rich Bengali literature, a 
novel in English, several dramas both in Bengali and English, 
and a record of illuminating conversations with Sri Aurobindo, 
Tagore, Russell, Rolland and Gandhi. This volume called 
“Among the Great’ was published in America in 1950. 


Bengal, his home State, rich in spiritual and cultural heri- 
tage but poor in material things, presented Mr. Roy a purse of 
six thousand dollars (Rs. 30,000/-) on the occasion of his 
fiftieth birthday. This in itself is an evidence of his people's 
admiration for his personality and achievements. 


Such a man is coming to the youngest nation as a cultural 
ambassador from one of the most ancient civilisations of the 
world. Like his master Sri Aurobindo, Mr. Roy also believes 
in the eventual and essential unity of mankind. To the task of 
effecting a better understanding between nation and nation 
Mr. Roy has a great contribution to make. For the alchemy 
of his synthetic genius creates new harmonies not only in the 
world of music but also in the sphere of human relationships. 
It is the privilege of America that we will have the opportunity 
of welcoming him amongst us very soon. 
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THE MUSIC OF DILIP KUMAR ROY 
Sri J. C. Mathur, I.C.S. 


Those who have had the opportunity to attend the musical 
performances given by Sri Dilip Kumar Roy will for ever cherish 
the memories of a sonorous ecstasy that turned moments into 
eternity. 


Though he does not discard the grammar of classical music, 
Dilip Kumar Roy seems almost to transcend it. With him the 
attainment of the final mood (Rasa Paripaka) of the ragini is not 
a process but a revelation. What makes this ‘revelation’ pos- 
sible is the background of his long and arduous training in both 
oriental and western music which few other musicians in the 
country can claim. Like springs in the valley, emerging at 
a mere touch, the subtleties of a perfected art well up to him 
at any stage of the song. In the midst of that ceaseless flow 
of emotional fervour, artifices like the tan in the gamak manner, 
seem as spontaneous as the impassioned outpourings of a voice 
charged with the anguish of a longing soul. His song achieves 
its climax and his audience feel the impact of the mood, through 
this unique synthesis of emotion and grammar..... 


Rhythmic splendour emanates from his songs, envelopes the 
atmosphere and almost overpowers every listener. Not only 
in his Indian rendering of the German song or the buoyant 
ballad composed by his father during the Bengal Partition days 
but also in the deeply moving Kirtans, the outstanding feature 
is his sense of the rhythm. Bande Mataram which as a tune ordi- 
narily strikes one as an inspiring lyric—a limpid stream with 
just a single eddy—has been transformed by him into a challeng- 
ing, martial tune almost touching the rhythmic splendour of 
“Jana Gana Mana”. 


Sjt. Roy’s programme lasted for over two hours with a 
small break and almost throughout it was a solo performance. 
For other musicians the immense fund of energy is continuously 
replenished by the zest of the creative mood; Sjt. Roy also 
draws upon his reservoir, but he has another and a more 
perennial source. Sjt. Roy is no mere musician ; he is a devotee, 
a mystic, one for whom music is a medium of prayer and prayer 
a mode of longing. That longing knows no limits, no satiation. 
Its annihilation implies the annihilation of the senses. Hence 
the senses derive from it unfailing sustenance. Through such 
a one as Dilip Kumar Roy speaks the music of the spheres, 
limitless in its ardour and overwhelming in its influence. 


As I surveyed the audience that had gathered to listen to 
this master, I could not help being a little sad for the present 
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inheritors of Pataliputra’s glorious culture. The hall was full 
and yet the audience was far from being representative of the 
variegated population of Patna. Of late there has been a good 
deal of talk in this province of promoting cultural activities. 
That is a healthy sign and the formation of so many societies 
and associations betoken the simmerings of a powerful urge. 
But the modus operandus of stimulating cultural activities is not 
the same as that of organising a political movement. An impas- 
sioned appeal followed by the election of office-bearers and a 
series of public gatherings inaugurated by big men and presided 
over by slightly less big men who are all duly garlanded—this 
sequence may do as a starting point for a renewed political 
activity. But cultural awakening presupposes the willingness 
among the conscious elements of society to expose themselves 
to the illuminating radiance of an artistic piece or performance. 
To listen to Sjt. Dilip Kumar Roy was to unloosen the chains 
that day-to-day pettinesses and money-making forge. How else 
can the foundations of a cultural renaissance be laid except by 
attuning the mind and the heart to the elevating and healing 
touch of an artistic performance like that of Sjt. D. K. Roy ? 
I wish the leaders of Patna Society (outside the circles who 
owing to their affiliations with Bengal have from before been 
culturally active), could bestir themselves to the extent of 
attending such functions even if they may not be able to appre- 
ciate the finer beauties of the performance. Ability to appre- 
ciate and discriminate is not just a gift ; it is a cultivated virtue 
which is best stimulated by subjecting oneself to the finer artistic 
influences, even though initially, one may be impervious to them. 


DADAJI, THE CONVERSATIONALIST 
Prof. S. B. Hudlikar, M.A., Ph.D. (Germany) 


Strange, indeed, are the ways of Providence! In February, 
1951, I was on my way from the Panna State to Poona to take 
up my post as the Principal of the Shivaji Military School at 
Poona. At the Jabbalpore railway station I bought a wonderful 
book entitled Among the Great by Shri Dilip Kumar Roy. 
How could I imagine then that I was to meet soon at Poona 
the illustrious author of the inspiring book which I read 
through in the train—a wonderful study of Romain Rolland, 
Mahatma Gandhi, Bertrand Russell, Rabindranath Tagore and 
Sri Aurobindo ! His pen-portraits of the five world-figures made 
such a deep impression on my mind that I decided to pay a 
visit to Pondicherry where, I gathered, he was then living in 
the Ashram of the great Yogi, Sri Aurobindo. But things were 
ordained otherwise. 
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It was in December, 1953, that I first met the person 
suddenly : he visited the Balakmandir I had established since 
at Dunlavin Cottage owned by. Sir Chunilal Mehta. Shri Dilip 
Kumar was accompanied by his new famous daughter-disciple 
Indira Devi. In 1953 they had gone out on a world-tour on a 
cultural mission sponsored by the Indian Government. On their 
return they came to be installed at the same Cottage which 
Dadaji (as we came to call him later) named “Hari Krishna 
Mandir”, a temple presided over by a lovely Image in white 
marble of Sri Krishna. So I vacated the house and rented 
another in the neighbourhood within a stone’s throw of Sri Hari 
Krishna Mandir. Our dear friends Shri and Shrimati M. R. 
Khanna—who with their two daughters were soon to become 
Dadaji's devotees—lived in a cottage in front of Dadaji's. 


On our daily morning-walk we used frequently to meet 
Dadaji on the road and could not help but admire his attractive 
personality, robed in the saffron garb of a sadhu. After a few 
days we made bold to pay him an informal visit. I remember 
the morning so well, now etched in my memory for ever ! 





Dadaji and Indira Devi were sitting in the veranda of their 
residence. The atmosphere was refreshing. Mr. Khanna, an 
adept at finding excuses on which to meet people without a 
previous appointment, presented to Dadaji two books by Mill 
Durand: Heritage of the East and Heritage of Greece. 


Dadaji thanked him and said: “Once upon a time I read 
avidly such intellectual books but can feel no inner urge any 
more to grow better informed on all topics. I have to die more 
and more to the world and live more and more in Krishna, the 
Lord of my heart. Now-a-days I read only such books, usually, 
which help my sadhana and write only such books as stimulate 
my aspiration. “Besides”, he added with a half smile, “I am often 
reminded these days of an admonition of Krishnaprem’s at 
Lucknow three decades ago. One day, on seeing me read a book 
on Western philosophy he said reproachfully : ‘And thou too, 
Brutus! Reading Western philosophy, revelling in words words 
words-intellectual speculations about things utterly beyond the 
intellect ! I tell you, Dilip, that India may indeed learn a good 
many things from the West, but philosophy or spiritual know- 
| ledge is not one of them. If read you must to know about true 
philosophy, read the Upanishads, the Gita, the Bhagavat, the 
Mahabharat. Why waste your time on barren intellectual dis- 
cussions on the ultimate realities which have to be experienced 
and not speculated about ?” 





Dadaji paused for breath, then went on : “Krishnaprem was 
right. For Western philosophy—I mean the intellectual stuff 
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we, enlightened Indians, are coming to hail as modern, not the 
mystic revelations we dismiss as medieval—is barren and leads 
spiritual truth-seekers nowhere. So I cannot but feel—more and 
nore strongly as I journey on the mystic path—that we have 
first to unlearn much that we have learned from the Western 
schools of thought and hark back to our own heritage, mystic 
or philosophic. For us to turn to the West for guidance in 
philosophy or spirituality is suicidal. Not that we must live 
entirely in the past, mind you, for India has never done that. 
What I am driving at is that we must build higher and higher on 
our own foundations and not on those of the Western thinkers 
and philosophers. It is to counter this, our modern tendency to 
remodel our lives on the Western outlook on life that Sri 
Aurobindo started writing philosophy stemming from spiritual 
experience as against intellectual speculations, brilliant and 
ingenious. And to give his new orientation to our best spirits 
he had to debunk much that passes in the West for wisdom based 
on a vital and mental outlook having no truck with the psychic 
and the spiritual. He had to—in order to rehabilitate us in our 
time-old faith in the everlasting verities of the Spirit and said 
in his famous message to the Andhra University in 1948 that it 
would be a tragic irony of fate if India were to travel away from 
her spiritual destiny when the world at large is turning to her 
gospel of the soul to be led by. He also prophesied boldly that 
India was going to be the spiritual leader of the world.” Dadaji 
paused and added, “Few people took it seriously when he voiced 
this prophecy. But note how the landscape has changed in a 
single decade : India today not only plays an important role in 
the comity of nations but is looked up to as an indespensable 
adviser in serious international crises the world over. Pundit 
Jawaharlal is respected not only as a statesman but almost as 
a counseller in international crises and Gandhiji is revered as a 
Messaiah by millions in every corner of the globe. This specta- 
cular rise of Gandhiji and Jawaharlalji I cannot but regard as a 
partial fulfilment of Sri Aurobindo’s prophecy, because, when all 
is said and done, these two eminent sons of India—and in especial, 
Gandhiji—voiced vibrantly the agelong message of India based 
on peace, tolerance and divine humanism.” 


We returned home in a state of exaltation and could not help 
but feel that we were fortunate that Dadaji should have decided 
to build his temple home in Poona. 


Soon after, he started discoursing on Yoga and the spiritual 
life—mostly after his bhajan singing—to the devotees whose num- 
bers grew day by day. People came to be specially attracted by 
Indira Devi's songs (heard in her samadhi and dictated thereafter) 
which Dadaji set to tune and sang both in solo and chorus. 
Every Sunday morning a large audience listened in joy to his 
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Songs and occasional lectures in the delectable devotional 
atmosphere which deepened from day to day. Then he started 
his nightly bhajans as well which ended with arati during which 
the devotees sang a song composed by Indira Devi. We, being 
his nearest neighbours, deemed ourselves specially fortunate in 
that we could attend the puja every evening, night after inspiring 
night. 

One evening, as we were having a talk with him, I said : “We 
wish often that we had your musical gift so that we could all 
Swell the choral choir.” 

“That reminds me,” Dadaji answered laughing, “of Indira’s 
father who once remarked : ‘I wish, Dadaji, I had your voice’. 
I returned the compliment, saying : ‘And I wish, Kriparamji, I 
had your liver’.” Then looking at Indira Devi he added, with a 
twinkle: “The Punjabis are great—as untiring in war as in 
feasts. I wrote for Kriparamji in an autograph in his name: 

Justice is a word so good : 

I do it to the poorest food.” 
“Yes,” he added, laughing with us, “they are a fine people. I 
get on famously with them.” 


Indira Devi smiled and answered : “But why single out us, 
Punjabis, Dadaji? Don’t you get on equally famous with the 
Mahrattis, the Gujeratis, the Madrasis ? And don’t you say to 
all you meet that you are an Indian first and a Bengali 
afterwards ?” 

To this Khanna lent his support saying: “Yes, Dadaji, you 
have succeeded in rising above narrow provincialism, that is why 
you draw to yourself all who come near you.” 

Then the conversation drifted till the topic of supra-physical 
manifestation cropped up. We asked him to explain to us how 
Mirabai came to sing before Indira Devi in her samadhi. Someone 
had said that it seemed almost too good to be true. 

“Yes”, Dadaji answered, “many people do feel somewhat 
sceptical and I don’t blame them because I understand why they 
can’t understand. There is a foolish idea abroad that only such 
phenomena are valid as can be testified to by all and sundry and 
that only such happenings are real as can be attested by the 
five senses and grasped by mental reason. It is foolish because 
even in intellectual life the testimony of the senses has to be 
continually corrected or supplemented by data to which the 
senses have no clue. Whoever can hope that we shall, by 
sharpening our senses, perceive the strange dances of the 
electrons or see with what velocity the far galaxies are speeding 
frantically in interstellar space ?” 

“But then we do believe in the dances of the electrons and 
the mad race of the galaxies.” 
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“We do, but why ? Not because men of science have con- 
vinced us by the credibility of their findings but because the 
technologists have, by dint of their skill, produced things we can 
enjoy in our daily life. How many of the cleverest men today 
can understand Einstein’s theory of relativity or Planck’s 
quantum theory ? Yet we sing their praises not because we 
even faintly understand what they say but because we are 
startled by the ingenuity of the mechanics and engineers who 
have exploited the scientific theories to cater to our sense- 
enjoymenis. Here the mystics and the Yogis are not nearly 
so obliging as it is not their swadharma to enhance the ways 
and means for the gratification of the senses. They do, indeed 
offer us a deeper bliss and a more abiding peace of the soul, 
but not on our conditions. So we are sceptical because their 
conditions are difficult to fulfil: Besides, reason has an ego 
of its own and so is reluctant to accept an evidence as 
valid which can not be appraised by its limited lights. So 
what the mystics perceive, the moderns dismiss out of hand 
as auto-suggestion or hallucination or what not, asserting 
dogmatically that what cannot be ratified by the mind must 
be held out of court as inconclusive. What is not in the 
Koran is non-existent, is the cry of the Koran of Reason. 
In a word, facts which cannot be explained by reason or data 
which can be perceived only by a transformation of the 
consciousness are to be discredited by those who find it too hard 
to change their mundane rational consciousness. So they 
rationalise the limitations of reason and the senses into a virtue 
and an asset too precious to be discarded in favour of a 
‘questionable’ higher consciousness. That is why they say so 
complacently that God can be admissible only when He can 
convince the Chief Justice Reason by becoming amenable to his 
mental understanding or, shall we say, to the jurors of reason, 
vowed to give their verdict from the standpoint of 
commonsense ?” 


Dadaji relit his pipe and went on as a half-smile edged his 
lips : “Apropos, I am reminded of a rather amusing wordy duel 
between an uncle of mine who believed in God and a Communist 
who swore by Stalin. As my uncle talked about Divine Grace 
the Communist flared up as usual and said hotly that God was 
a myth and science had come to prick the bubble of faith and 
religion was the opium of the mind and so on....he ranted. 
When his harangue was over my uncle calmly said : Well, you 
know, my friend, I think that Stalin is a myth, a rumour.’ The 
Communist started : ‘What do you mean ?’ ‘I mean precisely what 
I say,’ returned my uncle, ‘just as you mean what you say when 
you say that there is no God.’ The Communist was aghast : “But 
I say there is no God because I can find no proof that he exists.’ 
‘And I say there is no Stalin’ my uncle retorted, ‘because I can 
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find no proof that he exists.’ The Communist rationalist looked 
at my uncle incredulously. ‘Surely you can’t be serious,’ he said. 
“So many have seen Stalin’. ‘For the matter of that,’ answered 
my uncle, ‘so many have seen God.’ ‘I can’t believe them,’ the 
Communist laughed. My uncle smiled : ‘I also can’t believe those 
who say they have seen Stalin. And, like you, I can only believe 
what I have seen with my own eyes.” 
‘But surely you can see Stalin if you go there to Moscow.’ 


“You don’t say so! I know so many who have been to 
Moscow and never saw anything of him’. 


“Dash it all, man! Surely you are laughing at me! Of 
course anybody and everybody can’t see Stalin. You have to go 
first to his secretary and -er- apply for an interview.’ 


“And anybody who so applies will be taken to him ?? 


‘Not exactly. ...but....er....many are. There is a pro- 
cedure for everything.’ 


‘Just so and likewise, if you want to have an interview with 
God, you have to follow a similar procedure. You have to go 
to His Secretaries, the saints and seers, and though all who apply 
through them are not accorded an interview there are some who 
are.’ 


‘Surely you don’t call that argument... .’ 


‘Why not? You believe those who have seen Stalin even 
when you yourself have been denied an interview, don’t you ?’ 


‘Of course. Because I know they are speaking the truth.’ 


‘No, my friend. You don’t know. You only believe and 
you believe because you are being constantly told through books, 
newspapers etc. that Stalin is a reality. Likewise if you consorted 
with the saints and seers you would be toid that they have seen 
God or realised Him in a way more intimate than seeing. I have 
known hundreds in India and elsewhere who will not dream 
of doubting the mystics’ testimony that all can see or realise 
God if they follow the procedure : that is, attain purity, live in 
and for Him, remember Him all the time, offer Him the fruit of 
all your actions and so on. You can of course decide not to 
fulfil such conditions—that is your affair—but you can’t say, 
rationally, that those who do and are rewarded by His Darshan 
are fools or wishful thinkers. Of course it is not easy to see 
God. But is it easy to see Stalin? No, I was not joking. The 
point I wanted to make was that it is no more irrational to accept 
the evidence of the saints of high character than it is to accept 
the evidence of all and sundry about things they have seen. And 
the saints do say with one voice that you can realise God, if you 
will fulfil His conditions ; that He can be invoked only by love 
and surrender, faith and sincerity, not by the presumptuous 
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challenge of rational egoists. Of course you are free to choose 
whether you want to meet Him on such conditions. Only re- 
member that those who do meet Him and say that the conditions 
to be fulfilled have a meaning are neither fools nor lunatics, but 
often enough, men of the highest attainments and character. 
Lastly, your argument is not rational that if God happens to 
be beyond reason He cannot possibly exist and must be a myth. 
In other words, your inference does not follow logically from 
your premise.’ 


Dadaji joined us as we laughed at the discomfiture of 
the Communist. When the laughter died down he said in a 
serious tone: “But my uncle’s argument when scrutinised 
does not appear as childish as it sounds. The point happens 
to have been brought out more seriously and luminously by 
Deane Inge in one of his profound books entitled, Mysticism and 
Religion. He says—let me read it out, as it is beautifully put—” 
and he found the book. “Here it is. Listen: 


‘We all make a world after our own likeness. Such as 
men themselves are, such will God appear to them to be. 
Thus, although mysticism is built upon a basis of 
rationalism, at every step we can only see what we 
deserve to see. The world that we know changes for 
us, just as a landscape changes as we climb a mountain. 
It seems to follow that we have no right to dispute what 
the mystics tell us that they have seen, unless we have 
been there ourselves and not seen it. When we have 
studied the record of the discipline to which the con- 
templatives subject themselves, we are not likely to 
claim that we have stood where they have been.’ 


Dadaji closed the book and said somewhat ruefully : “I have 
read out this passage to you to show that faith in the mystic 
realities can be rationally advocated and therefore the findings 
of the great mystics cannot be rationally called irrational. 
Besides, I find it rather shameful that many an educated Indian 
does not feel ashamed to decry our best traditions mouthing out 
cheap criticisms and discarded slogans of the West.” Then 
smiling, he added : “My father used to hold up to ridicule the 
ridiculous lust of the modern Anglicised Bengali for imitating our 
then idols, the sahibs. One of his comic songs used to make us 
all laugh and laugh—a song in which he lampooned our clownish 
and pathetic attempts to ape the English ways in everything. I 
translated its opening lines thus: 


“Back from England, alas, in vain 
We ape our idols, the Englishmen : 
Our Indian ways 
We damn—the praise 
Of our Anglo-Indian gods to gain.....” 
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We laughed once again. Then Dadaji resumed: “But this is no o 
laughing matter—no comedy, but a tragedy, rather. For this 
| modern trend of ours to out-Herod Herod in damning God and 
religion must entail, as a Karma, its inescapable consequences one 
of which is a gradual blurring of the vision of the soul. Or shall 
F we say, rational atheism is so devastating because it induces 

gradually a spiritual vacuum which can lead ultimately to one 

thing : suffocation. The Christ was not wrong when he said : 

How shall we profit if we gain the whole world if in the process 

Wwe lose our Soul? And the Gita was equally right when it said 

that one can truly thrive only on one’s own gospel, swadharma, 

and that an alien gospel is a dreadful imposition, bhayavahah. But 
1 then,” he added suddenly, “why guote the support of the Gita 
alone? Have not the best spirits of every age and clime said 
| the same thing—namely that we must be true to ourselves, loyal 
| to our own deepest aspirations? I love a poem of the great mystic 
poet George Russell : 

“T sometimes think—a mighty Lover 
Takes every burning kiss we give. 
His lights are those which round us hover : 
For Him alone our lives we live.” 


Dadaji paused and then went on: “The poet is right in his faith 
and it is the one faith that can save. For we walk by faith and 
not by sight—to put it in the Biblical language again. And this 
faith, being true, can only be laughed at at one’s peril. We know 
what has happened to the Western nations whose rational science 
fissioned faith along with the atom. So it is all the more 
incumbent on us today to stay loyal to our own swadharma: and 
India’s swadharma, throughout the ages, has been to live for the 
spirit guided by Jnan (Knowledge) and inspired by Bhakti (love), 
above all, never to forget the great message and warning of our 
sages who made India the holy land she is, the message con- 
tained in the immemorial song of the Upanished : 


“Tameva viditwatimrityumeti 
nanyah pantha vidyate ayanaya ? 








Not till thou knowest Him canst thou cross Death : 
There is no other short cut to Salvation.” * 


* Revised by Dilip Kumar Roy. 


69 









GOLDEN BOOK 


ee DILIP KUMAR ROY 
` An Appraisement Of His Art 


Suresh Chandra Chakravarti, Sangit-Shastri 


Perhaps it is not known to many that the sixtieth birth 
anniversary of Netaji Subhas Chandra Bose, which falls on the 
23rd January and is celebrated throughout the length and breadth 
of the country, almost synchronises with that of Dilip Kumar 
Roy, who was not only one of Netaji’s closest friends and asso- 
ciates, but is one of those prominent intellectuals of the present- 
day India who have taken seriously to the culture of music. 

Music to Dilip Kumar is neither a profession nor a diversion 
but is perhaps an essential part of the very life he hasebeen 
leading for many years under the guidance of his great Guru 
Sri Aurobindo of Pondicheri Ashram and more recently at 
Poona. It will not perhaps be without benefit to students of 
music to study Dilip Kumar’s art and the circumstances under 
which it has found expression. 

It is a curious fact that in our music circle Dilip Kumar has 
been received with feelings of a diverse character. According to 
some his contributions to our music are rich, original and pro- 
gressive. According to others, they are not of much value. In 
fact, we know of no other musicians who have so many admirers 
and, at the same time, detractors. But we are doubtful if he 
has been properly judged by his critics and admirers and if blind 
sentiment has not influenced them. 

One thing about Dilip Kumar that commands immediate 
attention is his wonderful and melodious voice, its easy flexibility 
in maintaining correct tonality. We had better start from this 
point in this short z dy of Dilip Kumar as a musician. 

Perhaps it is known to many that Dilip Kumar in his early 
youth went to England to receive a general education, but ulti- 
mately gave up a promising career under the influence of Subhas 
Chandra Bose and took to music. He then made an extensive 
tour of Europe and took lessons in German, English, Italian, 
Russian and French music. In the course of this new career he 
had to undergo the process of voice-training as practised in the 
West. With Dilip Kumar this proved to be a very important 
departure from the ordinary path followed by Indian musicians 
and we shall presently see how he has benefited by it. 


I must clarify one point here : Voice training as understood 
in Europe is unknown in India. Our old ‘shastras’ give an 
exhaustive list of elements that constitute a good musical voice 
but prescribe hardly any process to attain the ideal musical voice. 
A good trained voice in the West is the foremost thing to which 
all the vocal music has to be adapted, while in India intricacies 
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of melody are the deciding rules to which the voice must conform. 
A really good voice in our music, therefore, is only an additional 
quality, and nothing more than a mere accident. One should 
not, however, be persuaded to believe that the European method 
of voice culture must be introducd to improve Indian music. I 
would rather mention here by way of warning that this method, 
if faithfully followed, brings about a rigidity in voice, which, 
however favourable to Western music, would certainly prove 
detrimental to ours. 


I am sure that while undergoing training in Europe Dilip 
Kumar was conscious of this fact which enabled him to possess 
| a happy blend of a well-cuitured voice and a fiexibility that makes 
| an easy run, so to say, on an intricate melodic structure. This 
achievement of Dilip Kumar should serve as an eye-opener to 
the average musician in India. 


Dilip Kumar’s contributions to our music may be reviewed 
under two distinct heads: First, the creation of a taste for 
better music and, secondly, originality in composition and form 
of music. To consider the first, one should try to remember the 
days not long gone by, when classical music was a mere topic 
for idle gossips and actually a rare commodity except for the 
rich. The big personalities of Hindusthani music were not known 
in Bengal even by name. With the common man music attained 
neither popularity nor dignity. It was at a time like this that 
Dilip Kumar took the initiative in introducing Ustad Abdul 
Karim Khan of Kirana, Principal Srikrishna Ratanjaikar of 
Marris College of Hindusthani Music and many other first-rate 
Ustads to the Calcutta audience and created a sensation through- 
out the province. It appeared as if the people found in their 
music just the thing they had been longing for. This was the 
beginning of the immense craze for good music we now notice 
everywhere around us. 


As an eager student of music, Dilip Kumar approached and 
had intimate association with men like Khan Sahib Ustad Abdul 
Karim Khan, Sj. Bamacharan Banerjee of Behala, Sj. Surendra 
Nath Majumdar of Bhagalpore, Ustad Hafiz Ali Khan, Ustad 
Alauddin Khan, Sj. Radhika Prasad Goswami, Ustad Faiaz 
Khan, Ustad Muzaffar Khan, Shohni Misra, Gouri Sankar Misra, 
Janki Bai, Achchan Bai, Chandan Choubey, Pt. Bhatkhande, 
| Sj. Navadwip Brajabasi etc. It is easy to guess that his contact 
with so many good musicians of various ‘Gharawanas’ (schools) 
provided him with sufficient materials which enabled an 
intelligent critic like him to hold before the public view a realistic 
picture of the present-day music of India. The spirit of Hindus- 
thani music which was infused in him by his illustrious father 
Dwijendralal and developed under the fostering care of the late 
Lal Chand Boral thus found its fulfilment in a deep understand- 
ing of one important aspect of our great heritage. This under- 
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standing has found an adequate echo in his numerous books and 
articles in which Dilip Kumar has also proved to be a master of 
a lucid and rare literary style. 


Regarding composition and form of music, Dilip Kumar has 
shown a rare measure of originality. His attempts in this direc- 
tion perhaps have not satisfied the average critic of musical art 
but this is due not so much to the creative faculty of Dilip Kumar 
as to the critic’s own failure or refusal to get into the back- 
ground or motive of such creations. Let us consider a definite 
case: Dilip Kumar has added “Akhar' to Hindusthani Bhajan. 
To many listeners this appears to be monotonous and no improve- 
ment, . The same listeners are often found to be pleased with a 
musician meaninglessly garbing a Bhajan song in Thumri' style 
and thus necessarily creating a lighter mood. We may easily 
dismiss the appreciation or reaction of such listeners. But'none 
can dismiss Dilip Kumar’s idea of extending the ‘Akhar’ of 
Kirtan to Bhajan. As in Kirtan, the ‘Akhar’ is bound to expand 
and explain the devotional idea and enhance the musical beauty 
of Bhajan. One may not agree with Dilip Kumar’s own manner 
of using ‘Akhar’, but that point may be compromised by useful 
suggestions or constructive criticism, for Dilip Kumar’s mind is 
liberal enough to appreciate such criticism. 


Most of us have read his comparative studies of the styles 
of our music known as Dhrupad, Kheyal, Thumri and Tappa in 
which he has assigned a very humble position to the last-named 
one. And Dilip Kumar knows, as ever a casual observer does, 
that it is in this form that his own musical style enjoys, the 
widest freedom of expression. His ‘Tans’ are clearly of the 
‘Jamjama’ of Tappa, but he never tried to place Tappa over any 


other form of music. 


Before I conclude, I must refer to Dilip Kumar’s contribution 
to Bengali songs. While he is regarded as a composer of 
“Modern Bengali’ songs, in more than one point he differs from 
others of the same category. This difference lies chiefiy in the 
fact that while others indulge in wild combinations of notes, often 
in utter ignorance of the principles of our music, Dilip Kumar's 
productions are balanced by his conscientious regard for 
principles on the one hand and his knowledge of the rules of 
modulation of Western music on the other. Add to this his 
application of several important “Chhandas' (rhythms) of 
Sanskrit poetry in our ‘Tala’ system. This itself, I think, is a 
distinct contribution more valuable than devices based on 
imaginary rhythmic orders and on a closer examination, opens 
out a better field for widening the structure and technique of 
our ‘Tala’ system. ‘Tala’ composers can now easily help to enrich 
our music by developing Dilip Kumar’s introduction of rhythmic 
bases such as Indira, Srak-dhara and Mandakranta. 
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f RELIGION AND THE MODERN MIND 
David E. Dunlop 


Gottingen, Germany 
21 Feb., 1957 


BRGY in 


In the West the modern mind has been running madly along AI 
an intellectual track gathering up objects which are supposed to 
enhance the very meaning of life, at least as seen through the 
brain-cells. But now many of us have become weary. Mounds 
of objects and gadgets lie now at our feet; our heads we Have 
tightly packed with intellectual philosophies to appear modernly 
well-educated. In spite of these perhaps undeniable accomplish- 
ments the heart remains shallow. The emptiness is not to be 
| overlooked; bewilderment if not utter desperation is on the brink 
| of breaking our strained smiling faces and overwhelming us. 


"oO 


| Such may be the state of the modern mind also in the East, 
and just not in this century, but in all times of the past. This 
is the condition of the active mind underway, particularly of the 
Western mind, however, since we have hardly ever witnessed 
| religion other than through the mind. Religion has long since 
become for us a sort of strange philosophy which is rather openly 
rude to reason—our seemingly greatest foundation stone. Even 
when we read about Christ’s unbelievable life and message, we 
find it simply....unbelievable. The over-developed mind 
collides with the overlooked but longing heart. In short we 
would like to fall in love with this our deepest need and aspira- 
tion ; however, we just don’t know how to. We read in ancient 
books about great men overwhelmed with a love of their deity 
so amazing that their hearts ran over. Is it not so with most 
of us that we need the example, that we need the contact with 
the Great Personality in order to be able to start to believe, in 
order to start to fall in love? Otherwise one may feel as 
ridiculous as the man poised on a cliff with a book about flying 
in one hand and a feathered soaring-jacket in the other one. 
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A magnificent Buddha-statue impresses us deeply and we 
doubt thereby less dogmatically that such a flight could be made. 
Nevertheless we generally need an encounter with the great Per- 
sonality or with someone who has witnessed him. Hence we turn 
our heads questionally to the East. Many vital questions are in 
our minds: could western intellectuality overshadow in the 
modern Easterner the great living truths there; will these truths 

| in the East survive the onslaught of industrialisation; do these 
| 


Fan 


APmhuDp 


truths apply also to Western man ; and does the modern Asian 
today have his deepest roots in them ? 
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Thinking up answers to these questions is mere speculation. 
Meeting a man, however, who has a full heart can bring about 
a profound influence. We will observe most exactly the sage 
from afar; and since we dare not judge him superficially accord- 
ing to our every-day social standards, we must rely on our 
intuition. We ask ourselves what qualities every sage must have. 
Should he not have most of them, then we find believing less 
possible and less plausible. 


It is just in this connection and with these considerations 
that the modern mind thinks about religion and then experiences 
the,sage. And it is in this realm that I wish to discuss Sri Dilip 
Kumar Roy. 


Although Sri Roy’s fame had reached me by way of mouth, 
book, and musical recording before I met him at the American 
Academy of Asian Studies in San Francisco, I knew not what to 
expect of him. What demands could be rightfully put to this 
spiritual son of India and of Sri Aurobindo? Time would tell. 


Our instruction in Indian music became a favorite. Sri 
Roy’s warmth and generosity alone would have sufficed. We 
also had the luxurious honor of experiencing Indira Devi. Un- 
fortunately, I had to interrupt those absorbing lectures on Indian 
music in order to travel to Europe to continue scientific studies. 
We parted in the hope of meeting soon, perhaps in Europe. In 
Germany I enjoyed a very pleasant reunion. I also had the 
opportunity to witness the impact of their most successful 
concert upon my German friends. Again the meeting was brief. 
We parted; a correspondence began; an acquaintance had 
become a friendship. 


In looking back I am most astonished by the personal 
generosity in terms of friendship and affection which this great 
Indian gentleman and sage has bestowed upon me, a man but 
half his age. Furthermore, regardless of whether it is fitting or 
not on my part, I had not for one moment the feeling that Sri 
Roy expected any certain minimum of authority or recognition. 
Supposedly little people should be a bit ill at ease in the presence 
of great people; however, Sri Roy’s manner did not allow this 
situation to exist. His overwhelming spiritual convictions lacked 
every tinge of authoritative demands for recognition. An under- 
standing, a helpfulness, and an endless tolerance characterized all 
aspects of his personality. 


To the superficial thinker these traits just mentioned may 
seem mere platitudes. They are in fact quite the contrary. All 
societies may expect or indeed demand of great sages that they 
bestow the “little ones” with their attention and affection. It is 
the pseudo sage who, because of his blown up arrogance and 
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ignorance, is incapable of such an act. Situated in the Self, the 
real sage desired no recognition of his self. Existing on the 
foundation of practical experience for his religious convictions, 
he is also indifferent to authoritative recognition. And finally, 
the great sage wishes only to assist and give for the sake of 
and according to the ability of the recipient to receive. Hence, 
the deep understanding and tolerance. 


When the modern mind with all its dilemmas in seeking a 
realizable religion encounters the personality of Sri Roy, how 
does it respond to the impact ? How do his traits add up on the 
scale of the West with its underdeveloped heart, with its poten- 
tially destructive analytical functions of the mind ? His humility 
impresses us immediately and deeply. It is not just because our 
inner hearts have not yet completely died out. We know that 
only that man, be he scientist or sage, who has accomplished 
great things can afford this precious human trait : humility. 
Those who are but capable of small things need the opposite 
attitude which arises from insecurity. For this same reason they 
need their dogmas, authority, and intolerance in order to keep 
their “selfs” alive. Sri Roy’s warmth and sincerity and mental 
alertness act further to open a door in the inner modern mind 
which may lead to the treasure-house of the inner heart. 


Courage and humility, openness and sincerity must be 
present in this man from whom we in the West may accept 
truths which are foreign to us in every-day life. He must be 
one who will talk to us on dusty roads and noisy street corners 
in such a way that we are able to understand him and his con- 
victions intuitionally. In passing I will mention only one of Sri 
Roy’s significant books : “Sri Aurobindo Came to Me”. In it we 
see that Sri Roy has made a communication to us in an unusual 
way ; he shows in part the greatness of-his Guru by comparing it 
to his own human frailties ; he lays bare his lesser side to reveal 
how Sri Aurobindo dealt with just these most human of problems, 
problems which exasperate even the greater men. Such an 
approach requires more than sincerity and courage. 


In short the stubborn doubter finds it easier to give in a 
bit under the pleasant pressure of Sri Roy’s great musical and 
literary accomplishments. The Western man can more readily 
accept as universal the Indian truths when he sees that great 
modern Indians who have also a Western educational back- 
ground lose their hearts to the magnificent cultural and spiritual 
traditions and accomplishments which are India. Sri Dilip 
Kumar Roy has not just served his Mother India ; he has also 
served us by bringing many of her precious gifts into our 
countries, whereby the mind of modern man may more easily 
find its way back to the vital source. 
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THE MEASURE OF A MAN 
Lila Majumdar 


By what measure shall one gauge a man, say to oneself— 
this man’s life was worth living or this other man’s days were 
wasted hours ? Neither wealth, nor fame, nor deeds accomplished 
make up the sum total of a man’s true worth, but that something 
beyond grasp, beyond reach, towards which all his endeavours 
and dreams are directed. He is fortunate indeed, who recognises 
the direction of his life. Such a man is Dilip Kumar Roy. 


Private doubts and hesitations must have taken their toll, 
but from childhood he was marked by that other-worldliness, 
which even before he was thirty years old, made him a legend 
in the family circle, a man not to be judged by ordinary 
standards, an unpredictable man with rules of behaviour all his 
own. 


That benevolent Fortune, which had given him wealth and 
station, exceptional talent and great personal beauty, had not 
however made him absolutely free from human weaknesses. To be 
blind and insentient is not to be strong, but ever to be aware of 
one’s own weaknesses, to grapple with irrelevant desires, to guard 
against careless submission to pleasant influences, to discard the 
dross and treasure the gold. Such a man is Dilip Kumar Roy. 


To despise the world is not to be truly spiritual, but to give 
respect where respect is due, to honour those finer qualities with 
which Providence so often endows ordinary men and women, to 
recognise the beauties of life and nature and withal set one’s 
feet along difficult and unusual paths, avoided by ordinary 
people. Such a man is Dilip Kumar Roy. 


He is happy indeed to have discovered himself sufficiently 
early in life, as to be able to direct all his endeavours in religion, 
music and literary composition along parallel channels, in the 
ceaseless search for Truth. Friends and enemies have mocked 
him for his one-track mind ; but he accomplishes nothing, who 
is afraid of ridicule. 


Dilip is reported to have been a precocious child, motherless 
at five years of age, unusually beautiful and clever, pampered 
by doting relatives, the apple of his gifted father’s eye, somewhat 
turbulent, self-willed and domineering in his relationships, but 
with a singular sweetness of nature and always marked with a 
peculiar detachment. 


Grandson of the reputed Dewan Kartick Chandra Roy of 
Krishnagar, and son of the inimitable poet and dramatist 
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Dwijendralal Roy, he inherited exceptional literary and musical 
talent, conspicuous even in those early days. His scholarly 
father’s influence was invaluable. Friends and visitors were often 
astonished to see the young boy crouched on a floor littered with 
foolscap sheets painstakingly pasted together, on which were 
traced with remarkable accuracy, the genealogical tables of all 
the principal characters of the Mahabharata. The same 
meticulous adherence to detail has marked all his later 
achievements. 


After his beloved wife’s untimely death, Dwijendralal Roy 
is said to have withdrawn himself completely from that fashion- 
able social life, in which he had been a conspicuous figure and 
his home the rendezvous of the smart people. Indeed, he had 
changed completely; the light of his life was quenched, but his 
genius still burned and glowed within him. 


So Dilip grew up, sometimes residing at various places 
where his father was stationed, and sometimes in Calcutta either 
in the paternal home or now and then in his maternal grand- 
father’s house, till he was fifteen years old, when one tragic 
evens the great Dwijendralal Roy suddenly departed from this 
world. 


Henceforward Dilip was cared for in his mother’s father’s 
home but submitted to no other infiuences save those of his 
own seeking. He was healthy, rich, gifted, well-born and 
beautiful beyond any young girl’s dreams. To outward seeming 
he enjoyed the normal life of a young man of his station in life. 
Inwardly he was quite different. Feted and flattered, loved 
and tempted, he never submitted to the matrimonial projects of 
his friends and relatives. His apparent evasiveness was not due 
to any weakness or indecision but because he must have 
recognised himself as a marked man, even though. the direction 
his aspirations would ultimately assume, was as yet veiled in 
darkness. 


Dilip’s musical talent was soon recognised, appreciated by 
some and criticised by others. However incensed the latter grew 
by his deliberate departures from the conventions of classical 
music on the one hand and on the other, his conscious discarding 
the novel standards set up by the towering genius of Rabindra 
Nath Tagore, the thoroughness of Dilip’s own researches into 
the realms of music, the powerfulness of his methods and the 
peerless beauty of his compositions can not be denied by even 
his severest and most antagonistic critic, for Dilip’s songs 
rendered in his superb voice speak to the soul itself. 


Dilip Roy’s achievements should never be judged by worldly 
standards. Neither in his literary compositions nor in his 
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musical, has he ever sought the limelight of popular success. 

His novels are not truly novels, depicting the vagaries of the 

| human heart, but mere vehicles to communicate through a 

| different medium, his relentless pursuit of Truth, that is Truth 
as he sees it, for there can be no other Truth. Dilip Roy does 
not despise the world, but he is not interested in the vanities of 
a worldly life. His is no narrow asceticism, but a deliberate 
withdrawal from matters which appear to him to be quite un- 
important. Whether his readers find him somewhat boring and 
monotonous as a result, does not concern him in the least. The 
prophets of this world have always arrived prepared to cry in 
the wilderness. 


The great Sri Ramkrishna advised his worldly disciples 
to seek two things, the company of worthy men and solitude 


| from time to time. This was how Dilip Roy, prepared 


himself for the particular life he has built for himself. He has 
the singular gift of discerning in men the best in them, as a 
perusal of his “Among the Great” will reveal, at the same time 
Dilip's critical acumen has never been blinded by the charm and 
talent of the personalities he has met and conversed with, at 
home and abroad. Even Sri Aurobindo’s self was scrutinised 
before acceptance ! 


These two aspects of Dilip’s nature, the one seeking com- 
pany and the other shunning it, often puzzled his friends, who 
failed to recognise in the two a unity of purpose. That was why 
his withdrawal to Pondicherry and even more his long stay there, 
came as a surprise to a large number of his associates, who even 
after many years had passed, could not yet accept the sincerity 
and permanence of the turn that Dilip’s life had taken. 


A change, however, was very soon apparent. The scattered 
flowers of his life, as it were, were now collected and strung on 
a single golden thread. Dilip had found himself. From this 
knowledge he has never swerved for an instant. To be true to 
his own soul, he had withdrawn from the worldly life thirty 

ears ago; the same deep loyalty later urged him to abandon 
is old haven of peace and seek new shelter. 


What then, is the measure of success? A man may eat and 
drink so much and no more, wear so much silk and jewellery, 
occupy so much space, climb the ladder of ambition to the 
top-most rung. Beyond this there is nothing more. 


There remains the other way, to seek beyond the utmost 

è bound of thought, never to grasp and possess, or rest and grow 

\ complacent, but to travel ceaselessly in the wake of Truth 
like Dilip. 
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DADAJI, THE ALCHEMIST 
Srimati Manorama Talwar 


A few years back it would have been impossible for me to 
imagine that any single individual could possibly influence my 
life so completely and change my whole outlook on it. But this 
has become a reality for me today solely due to Dadaji, my Guru. 


Though the impact of contact with Dadaji has been 
immediate with most people, with me, perhaps, it has been 
gradual. When I first met Dadaji at Poona, I thought of him 
mainly as a singer, his spirituality was a secondary thing for 
me. Although his music held the charm of an excellent musician, 
I could not quite catch the real spirit behind it. Hearing his 
music almost everyday in those early days never made things 
any better. It was only when I was away from his holy presence 
and his wonderful music that I realized the value of what I was 
essentially missing. And then I promised myself that if the Lord 
permitted me to have another ‘darshan’ of this great man I would 
bow humbly at his feet and sincerely ask for his blessings. The 
opportunity soon arrived when I paid another visit to Poona. 
I tried this time to gain as much as possible in his holy presence, 
and as the days passed I realized how closely Dadaji's music was 
interwoven with spirituality, in fact it had the power to make 
one feel the presence of the Divine as one among the rapt 
listeners. Music, normally, has the power to transport the mind 
away from one’s everyday surroundings into a realm of imagina- 
tion. But Dadaji’s music takes one away from the unreal and 
transitory world into a realm of the true reality consisting of 
peace and calm. 


Combined with the ethereal music is his natural and 
spontaneous love for others, a love which draws people towards 
him. This love is evident in his inspiring smile that makes those 
around him want to smile with him. He attracts men and women 
from all walks of life with a magnetic power because he is free 
from the provinciality which vitiates ordinary society. He loves 
everyone because he judges them not by their faults but by their 
aspiration. Can one help but love such a man whose attitude 
towards his fellow beings is so noble ? 


To see a man of such eminence and greatness dedicate all 
his talents to spiritual ‘sadhana’ is an inspiration in itself. To 
watch him day after day engrossed in his work, a set routine 
that ordinary mortals would find dreadfully irksome, but which 
Dadaji follows with the most loving and meticulous care, makes 
one feel so humble. I can only say that if I had even a fraction 
of Dadaji’s ‘bhakti’ and devotion, his love and simplicity I would 
consider myself blessed. 
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SRI DILIP, THE MODERN MIND, AND RELIGION 
Haridas Chaudhuri 


[ Professor of Comparative Philosophy, American Academy of Asian 
Studies, San Francisco; and President, Cultural Integration 
Fellowship, San Francisco ] 


My joy knew no bounds when I came to learn that a 
Diamond Jubilee Souvenir was going to be published in com- 
memoration of the sixtieth birthday anniversary of Sri Dilip 
Kumar Roy. It is quite in the fitness of things that a permanent 
and crystallized form should be given to the widespread appre- 
ciation in India and abroad of the manysided genius of Dilip 
and his unique contributions to Indian culture. I felt it a great 
honour to be requested by Sri Tarun Roy, the secretary of Sri 
Dilip’s sixtieth birthday celebration committee, to contribute an 
article to the volume. 


My relationship to Dilip has an exciting personal flavour 
and also a deep impersonal aspect. If I remember aright, it was 
in June 1938 that I first met him at Sri Aurobindo Ashram, 
Pondicherry. And the first meeting was an unforgettably rich 
emotional experience for me. I deeply felt the warmth of his 
heart, and was fascinated by the magnetism of his personality. 
I was thrilled by the magic of his voice and his exceedingly sweet 
and soul-entrancing songs. The transparent sincerity of his 
spiritual quest profoundly impressed me. It was an inspiration 
to glimpse the depth of his devotion to our common guru, Sri 
Aurobindo, and his unstinted appreciation of the spiritual values 
of life wherever and in whatever form he found them. I said 
to myself : “Here was a great and heroic soul ! A creative artist, 
the light of whose inner spirit shines above the shadows of 
human weakness! A lover of Truth, in whose all-embracing 
love, love of God and love of man have become one !” 


Ever since that first contact Dilip has been very close to 
my heart. His life and his writings have been an inspiration to 
me. Critics’ denunciation of him has opened my eyes to the 
polarities of human existence: how criticism is an essential 
factor in the emergence of greatness, and how the obstruction 
of dark forces, both from without and from within, is essential 
to the shining out of light. Even though Dilip has been very 
close to my heart, I have always been at a sufficient distance 
from him to be able to look at his personality in a very objective 
way. The unfolding of his personality has been to my mind an 
illustration of many precious universal and impersonal truths,— 
truths concerning human potentiality and human greatness, and 
also truths concerning the interplay of multitudinous forces in 
the sphere of human relations. 

I left India in March 22, 1951, at the invitation of the 
American Academy of Asian Studies, San Francisco, in order 
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to join its faculty as Professor of Indian Philosophy and Religion. 
Not long after that, the question came up at a faculty meeting 
of the American Academy : Who else might be invited from India 
as a competent teacher of Indian art, especially of Indian poetry 
and music? It did not take us much time to make a happy 
selection. Dr. Frederic Spiegelberg, the then Director of 
Studies, Dr. Judith Tyberg, Professor of Sanskrit, and I, who had 
just arrived, found ourselves in perfect agreement with one 
another in recommending to our President Mr. Louis P. Gains- 
borough the name of Sri Dilip Kumar Roy. And so in a few 
months Dilip Kumar and Indira were here, and a new depart- 
ment of Indian music and dance was opened at the American 
Academy of Asian Studies. A new sensation was created. The 
music classes of Dilip and the dance classes of Indira were filled 
with our regular students and also with many outside admirers 
of Indian culture. Those who had some previous training in 
Indian music were full of appreciation. They became devoted 
followers of Dilip and Indira. Those who were not ready to 
appreciate them fully on account of the barrier of strangeness, 
were still fascinated and profoundly moved by the magic of it 
all. Dilip and Indira were eminently successful in demonstrating 
the indefinable soul quality of Indian art expression. 


Those were unforgettable days of emotional upsurge. In the 
evenings Dilip and Indira would often sing devotional songs in 
the school premises of my close friend Mr. Rudolph Schaeffer, 
the Director of East-West Arts Gallery, San Francisco. Our 
American friends and students would sit there spell-bound, many 
of them squatting on the floor, in Indian style, forgetting their 
habitual restlessness. In the midst of the musical tide, Indira 
would at times go into a trance which would be a challenging 
source of hushed blissfulness to the whole audience. 


Dilip used to be invited by different educational institutions 
and cultural groups. At Stanford University he profoundly 
impressed the students with his extensive and penetrating know- 
ledge of comparative religion and comparative aesthetics. At 
some cultural centers he would give a musical rendering of his 
self-composed songs or poems. The talks which he gave at the 
two leading metaphysical centers of San Francisco were felt 
by all present as very inspired and inspiring. Specially when 
Dilip found an opportunity to talk on Sri Aurobindo, he would be 
at the top of his form. At some of the art centers of San 
Francisco, such as East-West Arts Gallery and San Francisco 
Museum of Art, the dance and musical concerts given by Dilip 
and Indira, drew the largest crowds. There were excellent 
reviews in local newspapers. The audience took particular 
notice of the unusual soul quality in the performance. It was 
this soul quality which imparted a mystic fascination and a 
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remarkable freshness and spontaneity to the whole performance 
inspite of the absence of the usual paraphernalia of a modern 
concert. 


We see in Sri Dilip Kumar Roy a typically modern mind 
brought to the focus of dynamic self-awareness. Fed up with 
the glamour of modern civilization, he enters heart and soul 
upon a deeper quest of the spiritual values. Here is a modern 
mind that broke loose from the shackles of the past and shatter- 
ed the idols of mediaeval thinking. Here is a mind which has 
experienced life in its manysided richness and has known the 
spirit of the times in close intimacy, and yet has refused to 
submit to the glamor and tyranny of ultra-modernism. So I 
think it would be in order to say a few words in this article on 
“Religion and the Modern Mind”. è 


An analysis of the modern mind discloses an amazing 
variety of conflicting tendencies. First of all, there is a definite 
orientation of the modern man away from dogmatic religion, — 
an iconoclastic breaking of the idols of religious authoritarian- 
ism. However much the traditionalists may deplore the fact, 
freedom in the realm of spirit is a dominant factor in modern 
culture. The history of modern thought began with the unfurl- 
ing of a banner of protest against the religious dogmatism and 
authoritarianism of the Middle Ages. Francis Bacon and Renee 
Descartes successfully led this freedom movement. But un- 
fortunately, —and herein lies the second ingredient of modern- 
ism,—this freedom movement, carried away by its own excess 
of enthusiasm, has been, from the standpoint of man’s spiritual 
evolution, more negative than positive in its achievements. The 
antiquated fashions of thinking have no doubt been discarded, 
the outmoded forms of valuation conditioned by wishful thinking 
have been exposed, but nothing new, positively and adequately 
satisfying to the human soul, has taken their place. The out- 
come of all this has been a spiritual vacuum in the life of man,— 
a vacuum accompanied by abysmal confusion and bewilderment. 
The idolatry of gods has given place to the idolatry of “isms”, 
and this new idolatry which moves in the realm of thin abstrac- 
tions has been devastating in its effect upon human life and 
progress. The last two global catastrophes have been a shocking 
demonstration of the self-destructiveness of a merely material 
civilization buttressed by intellectual idolatry. This is only 
natural, because religion is the ultimate unifying and sustaining 
power (dharma) of life. And religion in its essence cannot be 
expressed in and replaced by any kind of “ism” or intellectual 
formulation. 


So, there is a growing realization on the part of the front- 
ranking thought-leaders of the present day that without re- 
discovery of the higher spiritual values of life, modern civilization 
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cannot be saved from its inherent self-destructiveness. This 
brings us to the third and most redeeming feature of the modern 
mind. Inspite of the multifarious distractions of the materialistic 
glamor, a wide spiritual reawakening is slowly taking place today 
all over the world. ‘There is a deep and growing hunger of the 
soul. There is a mounting conviction that it is only on the basis 
of realization of the fundamental spiritual truths of existence 
that abiding peace, harmony and freedom can be achieved. But 
in order to realize the supreme spiritual Truth, the idols of the 
intellect have to be broken as much as the idols of emotion. 
Not even slogans like moralism, humanism, and humanitarian- 
ism are any adequate substitute for the true religious insight 
and for the spiritual transfiguration of human personality. The 
most essential thing in religion is what Mahatma Gandhi used 
to-call “a genuine change of heart”, or what Sri Aurobindo has 
described as “a transformation of the inner being and conscious- 
ness”. And this can be achieved only by discovering the true 
spiritual principle in man, the Atman, and by re-fashioning one’s 
whole life on the basis of that discovery. 


In order that religion may re-capture its vital role in the 
advancement of human civilization, what is essentially needed 
is a reconstruction of the basic concepts of religion in the light 
of recent developments in science and philosophy and in the 
context of the fundamental psychic needs and emotional problems 
of present-day living. It is precisely such a reconstruction which 
is characteristic of what has been called the spiritual renaissance 
of India in recent times. The great spiritual leaders of modern 
India including Swami Vivekananda, Rabindranath Tagore, 
Swami Dayananda, Sri Raman Maharshi, Mahatma Gandhi, 
Sri Aurobindo, and others have shown where the true essence 
of religion lies and how the future of humanity depends upon 
the reorganization of our life and society on the basis of funda- 
mental spiritual truths. I should like to indicate briefly here, 
in the light of the teaching of the great spiritual masters men- 
tioned above, the essentials of religion with special reference 
to the requirements of the present age. 


Let us first see what religion is not. Sectarianism, 
dogmatism, authoritarianism, ritualism, and fanaticism, are 
without doubt non-essential concomitants of the religious senti- 
ment. They are accidental to religion, and, carried to an extreme, 
they may contradict the very essence of religion. While 
religion aims at a broadening of our spiritual outlook on life 
resulting in an understanding of the oneness of existence and 
an appreciation of the multiform richness of human culture, 
the abovementioned “isms” produce cultural provincialism and 
spiritual myopia. Proselytizing is another accidental accompani- 
ment of religion ; it kills the spirit of religion in the name of 
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religion. A true man of religion knows that truth propagates 
itself. The primary religious task of every man is to convert 
himself to the way of truth, instead of trying, in improper haste, 
to convert others. Proselytism is an insult to the power of 
truth ; it harms both the proselytizer and his poor victim. It 
pampers the ego of the former, thus debasing him, and obstructs 
the latter in growing freely from within, in accordance with his 
own fundamental law of being (swadharma). That is why the 
great spiritual masters used to teach by the power of silence, 
and patiently waited for the genuine spiritual seekers to come 
to them. 


Religion in its essence is a matter of experience, an imme- 
diate contact with ultimate reality, a direct vision of the truth. 
No dogma and creed can be a substitute for this immediate 
experience of the Real. They are imperfect and inadequate 
mental formulations of the content of religious experience. They 
have always to be changed and modified in accordance with 
changes in our intellectual climate. Theological systems, how- 
ever appropriate and useful they may be in a certain intellectual 
climate or historical epoch, are useful only up to a certain point 
in man’s spiritual striving, and as such they have eventually 
to be transcended in order to attain immediate realization of 
the truth. An understanding of the relativity and ultimate 
inadequacy of all theological dogmas and philosophical formula- 
tions is an essential condition of that breadth of spiritual outlook 
which is a sign of true religious growth. 


What is the precise nature of that experience which consti- 
tutes the essence of religion? The first important thing in the 
specifically religious experience is the realization of the Self, the 
Atman, the ultimate spiritual principle in man. That is why 
“Know Thyself”,—Atmanam Biddhi,—has been the greatest 
word of wisdom throughout the centuries. “What shall it avail 
thee if thou gaineth the whole world but loseth thy own soul ?” 
There is an increasing accumulation of evidence in the findings 


of psychiatry today that lack of self-knowledge is the greatest : 


single factor responsible for the characteristic malady and conse- 
quent suffering of the present century. 


Self-knowledge implies various things. It implies one’s 
adequate understanding of the divergent impulses, instinctive 
forces and creative urges inherent in one’s own nature. It is 
by coming to terms with the forces of the unconscious mind that 
one can evolve in a balanced way. Nobody can grow up pro- 
perly and attain happiness by ignoring or mutilating any part 
of his nature. An attempt at self-mutilation or self-mortification 
creates more problems than it solves. It creates the problem 
of split personality, and causes the anguish of the soul due to 
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internal discord and division. Self-knowledge also implies an 
awareness of the dynamic potentialities of one’s nature and a 
constructive development of the same. It is an effective self- 
guard against the danger of blind imitation and the folly of 
behaving like “the crow strutting in the peacock’s feathers”. It 
is through constructive development of one’s latent possibilities 
and through integration of one’s total personality that one can 
attain wisdom and happiness in the fullest measure. Religious 
wisdom is the inward vision of the soul born of such dynamic 
self-integration. 


Self-knowledge also implies, as the Upanisads teach us, 
knowledge of the true self as distinguished from the “not-self” 
including the body, the senses, the mind, the intellect and the 
ego? The Self, the Atman, is the principle of universality in 
the individual. To realize the Atman is to transcend the ego 
and to perceive oneself as inseparably part and parcel of the 
universal whole of existence. The concept of God sums up this 
realization of the oneness of all existence. It implies the death 
of selfishness in the universality and immortality of self- 
realization. This then is the second important factor in speci- 
fically religious experience. It is the experience of “dying to 
live”,—the experience of dying as an exclusive and atomic indi- 
vidual in order to participate in the fuller life of the spirit. It is 
the immediate realization of the truth of the teaching of the 
Upanisads that “Atman is Brahman”. Brahman is the universal 
creative principle of which the infinite plurality of individuais 
are unique centers of self-expression. It does not matter by 
what name this universal principle is called. You may call it 
God, Energy, the Absolute, Cosmic Soul, the Unknowable, etc., 
or give it any other name. The Self is this same universal 
reality viewed from the subjective standpoint. 


This brings us to the third most important factor in religious 
experience. There are some deep creative urges inherent in 
the Self and rooted in its relationship to the universal reality 
(Brahman). These creative urges are related to what we call 
the intrinsic values of life such as Truth, Beauty, Goodness, 
Love, Freedom, Equality, Justice, etc. Religious experience 
consists in a vivid realization of the dynamic reality of such 
intrinsic values. These may be said to constitute the content 
of the idea of God. That is why religion has been defined by 
some as “Faith in the conservation of values”. 


Finally, self-knowledge implies the discovery of the self as a 
principle of freedom and functional uniqueness. Spiritual deve- 
lopment is incomplete without the attainment of full maturity 
and adulthood in respect of one’s judgement, feeling and action. 
It is unfortunate that in the name of religious devotion many 
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people remain all their lives like babies blissfully secure under 
the protection of some great personality. They are stunted in 
their psychical growth, hypnotized into extreme emotional depen- 
dence upon the objectified father-image or mother-image. The 
idea of the heavenly father or the heavenly mother or the divine 
man (guru) does no doubt play an important part in the spiritual 
development of an individual. But if an individual cannot 
advance further and gets stuck at this stage, tied to the emotional 
apron-strings of the magnified and deified parental image, that 
would amount to spiritual atrophy and psychological regression. 
The true function of a guru or spiritual teacher is to help a dis- 
ciple in realizing his own self and in attaining spiritual freedom 
(moksha), spontaneity and maturity. It is not his function to 
keep the disciple spell-bound by the magic of his own superior 
attainments. In this respect there is much room for reform 
and re-orientation in the actual functioning of the different 
spiritual centers or ashrams of India today. 


We are now in a position to state that religion in its essence 
involves the four following factors: (I) realization of the Self, 
the Atman ; (2) realization of Brahman, the universal whole 
of existence ; (3) realization of Dharma or the supreme and 
intrinsic values of life, which express the immanent will of the 
Infinite in the finite ; and (4) realization of moksha or spiritual 
freedom, i.e., emancipation from the multifarious bonds of 
desire, emotional ties and fetters of ignorance. 


In order that religion may play its part effectively today 
in the creative self-fulfilment of a sincere spiritual seeker, it 
has to be purged not only of its sectarianism, fanaticism, and 
the like, but also of its negativism, passivism and infantilism. 
The highest religious ideal is not to run away from life and its 
responsibilities in search of transcendental peace and individual 
salvation. It is to play one’s part in the drama of life to the 
best of one’s ability as a plastic instrument in the hands of God. 
Likewise, it is not the religious ideal to gain emotional security 
in a cloistered earthly paradise entirely dependent upon a deified 
master, but to develop and mobilize to the full the resources 
of one’s own personality and to attain psychological maturity 
and spiritual freedom. (mukti) on the basis of personal realiza- 
tion of the true Self (Atman). It would be interesting to note 
here that the wisdom of the Upanisads which center round the 
concept of the Atman is as old as eternity and yet is always 
refreshingly new and modern. 
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POWER OF PRAYER 
Dilip K. Roy 


“Pray for my soul. More things are wrought 
by prayer than the world dreams of.” 


A century ago, when Tennyson wrote these memorable 
lines, science had, indeed, begun undermining the foundations 
of faith—which turns to prayer as instinctively as the infant to 
its mother’s breast—but its work, to be completed, had to wait 
for the two World Wars to follow. To-day the demolition of 
faith started by scientific materialism and accelerated by rational 
scepticism are more convincing the world over. For all that, 
one may still doubt whether the devastation is as formidable as 
it looks: in other words, whether in the rationalist’s science- 
idolising heart there is not a void still which turns how and 
again to the One his reason has disowned. 


This impulse stems from something in us we try in vain 
to explain and reject—an impulse which somehow still succeeds, 
in times of crisis, in making us hark back to a whisper of hope 
which tells us that all is not lost. And then, all at once, the 
dead faith is resurrected—in the heart of despair. 


More explicitly : the soul, when derelict, keeps reverting as 
irrationally as of yore to its discarded faith in One it had finally 
disposed of as an “aery nothing”. And not only in such desolate 
hours either : for do we not, in our zenith moments of elation too 
miss, often enough, a mystic fulfilment which no success, wealth 
or power can give? Then uneasily, we pause and, asking why, 
find the answer: an unappeased void in the heart refuses to 
be filled by the garish gifts, the horn’s plenty, of science so 
loudly applauded by reason. We are, indeed, intoxicated, but 
only for a brief spell. The loud revelry brings in its wake the 
inescapable morning-after when we yearn again, wistfully, for 
the One we argued out of court as hearsay—some Friendly 
Entity we ignore like the air we breathe but pant for when it 
gets rare, as on the heights. At such times, when we have 
plucked all the flowers and fruits in the gardens of the senses 
and mind and found them palling, do we not, willy-nilly, look 
before and after and pine for something we forfeited because 
we preferred the ministry of atheist reason to that of affirming 
faith ? 


We do—comes the answer from the hidden depths of our 
being. And then, if we choose to open ourselves to the Cail, 
do we not feel a thrilled sense of adoration of the One, heralded 
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by faith and welcomed by the soul, whose Grace we cannot do 
without nor help praying to: 


“Speak to Him for He doth hear and spirit with 
spirit can meet, 

Closer is He than breathing and nearer than 
hands and feet.” 


—Tennyson 


And when the soul thus bursts out singing of the Pearl of 
great price the strident orchestra of radiant reason and material 
splendour is hushed before the hymn because it wells up from 
the deepest part of our personality—the only part that never 
dies, being sustained by faith'and fulfilled by prayer. Here is 
the genesis of prayer. 


But the see-saw of life cannot cease at one stroke. Reason 
dies hard and guestions the heart's conversion: “We may, 
indeed, pray—impelled by a mystic urge. But how do we know 
that this urge corresponds to a real Reality and evoke an answer 
from a Superconscient Entity ? Nearer than hands and feet, 
indeed !—when the hard fact is that He is too remote and nebul- 
ous to be hailed as an intimate !” 


A mocking challenge like this cannot be easily met because 
the true answer cannot be given in terms understandable to the 
critical intellect which flings the gauntlet. The reason is that 
this world of “hard fact” hides by its very hardness the One 
whom we petition for an answer. So the heart’s conviction, 
derived from living faith and verified by direct vision, makes no 
sense to the questioning mind, uninformed by faith or vision. 
Consequently, as soon as the veil of the mind blurs the heart’s 
brief vision, we come under the sway of the mind once again 
and restart wavering, asking for some authentic signs attesting 
the Dearest of the dear—preshihah prevasimapi—who pervades 
the spaces—sarvam Gvritya tishthati. Such signs are, indeed, given 
to thousands day by day ; only one has to acquire the “ears to 
hear and eyes to see” by fulfilling the conditions of prayer before 
one can see the signs for His signs and know the answers for 
His answers. 


“What are these blessed conditions to be fulfilled ?” asks 
sceptic reason once again, somewhat impatiently. Those who 
know—the sages—smile indulgently and answer that all who 
seek Him have, first, to accept their yearning for Him as 
a warrant that He is there, like thirst warranting water. This, 
in a nutshell, is the position of the mystic who knows intuitively 
from his inner urge to worship, that there is a Being worthy 
of adoration and that the heart’s faith in Him is but a luminous 
clue which, when followed, must lead to His radiant Presence. 
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So we must begin with faith and our will to love because, once 
we do, the signs and proofs are revealed to us in the measure 
our receptivity deepens and we grow to love Him more and more. 


“But how to. know that we can grow to love Him if we want 
to ?”—heckles the mind, unconvinced. The sages answer again : 
“Fortunately, the knowledge that love alone can fulfil your 
destiny is there twinkling like a spark in the cavern of your 
heart—nihitam guhayam—* and it waits but to be accepted to 
provide you with the certitude that it is not a false light. The 
will to love must lead to love’s coming home—it cannot be other- 
wise. You have but to cherish this basic will to love in simple 
faith and the rest shall be done by the Lord whose Grace has 
delegated faith to guide you on till His love’s answer crowns 
your aspiration to love Him above all else.” 


One is reminded forcefully of an inspired couplet of 
Goethe’s : 


“War nicht das Auge sonnenhaft, 
Die Sonne konnt es nie erblicken.” 


(“Had the eye not been the sun’s own kin, 
The sun it never could have glimpsed.”) 


Here the great humanist but echoes the seers and saints of 
all climes who have assured us, down the ages, that only love 
could prove love and that if the Divine did not reside in the soul 
as miniature divinity none would dare aspire for Love Divine. 
And it is because this supreme secret—uttamam rahasyamt—is self- 
evident to faith that the mystic minstrel can carry conviction : 


“Tt is my faith—a Mighty Lover 

Takes every burning kiss we give : 

His lights are those that round us hover, 
For Him alone our lives we live.” 


This secret, add the scriptures, we know and know not. All 
such profound paradoxes may bewilder the reasoning mind with 
its little glimmers, but set afire the tingling soul which sees the 
Truth with the light that descends when faith is deputed to lead 
it out of the wood. Or, to put it more trenchantly, the suppliant 
who keeps faith with faith wins the answering smile of the Mighty 
Lover, whereas the judge who presumes to summon Him to the 
dock of the intellect to prove His case chafes in vain, never 
winning a clue to the lights for which we live. It could hardly be 
otherwise, because the Maya which weaves the veil against the 

* The Mahabharat. 


+ The Gita, 
# George Russell alias A.E. 
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Reality is also real in its own plane—of sense-data and reason’s 
findings—and thus, so long as we prefer to live on this Valley 
of False Glimmers, we can never come by the divya drishti, the 
Eye of Illumination, which alone can spot the signs that 
announce Him everywhere. Did not Saint Mira sing when the 
Lord gave her this Eye of Light : 


“Jo mai prabhuji mandir aun, 
puja kar nahi paun : 

Tu phulon me, tu pratima me, 
har kise pahanaun ?” 


“To worship to the temple I fare, 
But how shall I, Lord, garland thee, 
When in the flower and image and all 
But thy Beloved Self I see ?” 


The Maya’s veil can be rent and this supreme sight attained 
only by those among us who, like Mira, win through love to 
the One who is there to accept our love and answer our prayer. 
And this impossible becomes possible because—to put it in 
Sri Aurobindo’s inspired words : 


|“A prayer, a master act, a king idea 
Links a man’s strength to a transcendent Force : 
Then miracle becomes the common rule.” 


Here the question asks itself: how can human prayer, 
which seems so faltering and feeble, achieve superhuman feats ? 
The answer is that prayer acts like a conductor effecting a 
junction, yoga, between our insulated hearts and the One who 
hovers around us all the time waiting but for a compliant conduit 
of communication. Prayer serves as this marvellous conduit 
bringing to bear His transcendent force to work the miracle. He 
plays at hide and seek with us in order that He may savour 
anew His own Self of everlasting bliss and beauty through every 
fresh contact of the aspirant with the Adored—the bhakta with 
the Bhagavan—the two being one, in the last analysis. But 
although this oneness is known to Him—the Conjurer of the 
Maya—the individual soul, opposed by the Maya, is but dimly 
aware of the Truth of this Last Identity. A play becomes pos- 
sible only when an obstacle is there to be overcome. Maya's 
veil, in the cosmic play, is just the obstacle imposed by the 
Supreme Director on His playmates, the devotees, who are ex- 
pected, by the ardour of their prayer, to break through the Veil 
to the victorious Revelation. 


But to thousands who have prayed in vain all this must. 
sound too good to be true. These will ask : “How can one rely 
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on a medicine which does not heal, depend on an agent who 
fails to deliver the goods?” To this only a few can give the 
answer: the blessed few who have pierced the veil and visioned 
“the Sun-resplendent Vast stationed beyond the Darkness.” 
(Purusham mahantam aditya-varnam tamasah parastat.)* This 
handful, the elect, we rightly venerate as our most helpful 
guides because, having arrived, they can tell us about how to 
arrive as well as how our Supreme Beloved descends the stairway 
of Grace as we ascend that of Prayer. Proud reason looks 
askance at these pathfinders because they would have us follow 
the lead of faith against doubts. In a word, the mind, for the 
sake of its own prestige, advocates scepticism to discredit faith 
and “debunk” the faithful. But the heart knows all the while 
that if we want to be enlightened about the One beyond the 
mid, we must learn humbly to wait upon the mystic elect who 
alone, having transcended the mind, can bring us tidings of the 
Great Beyond. The Upanishad admonishes reason rightly when 
it asks: “How can you know anything about the One you have 
not glimpsed except from those who have ?” (Astiti bruvatonvatra 
katham tad upalabhvate ?) 

Instances testifying to the power of prayer abound in the 
mystic literature of all countries. The lives of saints attest 
again and again how prayer works miracles and helps the 
aspirant to outsoar the senses’ cravings and life’s frustrations 
that afflict us at every turn. Their evidence, alas, is waved 
aside by the sceptic die-hard who insists that all such pheno- 
mena and miracles can be explained away by the rushlights of 
reason’s researches. This is. hardly to be wondered at: 
How could reason—knowing nought of psychic faith which is 
the foundation of spiritual aspiration—possibly divine how faith 
and prayer serve us as ethereal wings when reason and intellect 
can at best endow us with material feet ? The great seers and 
saints who possessed unitive knowledge knew that the mind’s 
limitations could never be transcended by mental effort. That 
is why they, with one voice, enjoined on us to cleave, at the 
outset, to the affirmative of faith and prayer against the negation 
of reason and doubt. Then, after being vowed to pray, we must 
take the pains to learn what is the right attitude (asana) of 
prayer: to wit, we may implore but not insist; long for His 
Vision (Darshan) but on His terms, not our own ; offer ourselves 
but never bargain. For only when the attitude is right can our 
prayer receive the answer we long for. If, however, this first 
condition remains unfulfilled, His Light or Grace cannot be per- 
ceived. We can only win the game by playing the game, meet 
Him on and in the way He approves. To remember, when we 
start to pray, that not till we are ready to do His will can His 


* The Upanishad. 
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will effectively transform our nature and the power of prayer 
bear fruit in direct experience—a power too luminous to be taken 
for smoke, too real in its results to be dismissed as myth. 


I could cite many instances, from personal experience, to 
illustrate now the miracle power of prayer can “deliver the 
goods” even on our human plane of lesser loves and worldly 
cravings. But as my theme is the power of prayer at its loftiest 
—rending the veil of Maya that stands between the suppliant 
and the Answerer—I will conclude by stressing here that the 
supreme power of prayer can be verified by all who are humble 
enough to be willing to pray in the right attitude—of strong 
aspiration, unbargaining faith and simple submission. 


DADAJI, AS HE LEADS US 
P. R. Loknath 


amad tad অঁ Vea 

sitet স লহলা Fara: | 

IA অস্থাম A aaa: 

Rar, aga নাজানূ —Rig Veda 


In these days of rational irrationalism, when every second 
man one meets is either a scientist or a communist, it is not 
often that the call of the Divine is heard. Yet from time to 
time, there come to the Earth partisans of the Divine forces to 
shelter those that are earnest in their seeking, these take the 
novices by the hand, pilot them on to the Divine Reality and 
kindle a light in the hearts of those that endeavour to “cross 
over to the powers that are beneficent”. And then, overnight, 
the light becomes a resplendent beacon. Dadaji, as we affec- 
tionately call him here, is one such beacon, radiating peace all 
around him and invoking the Divine with his soul-stirring voice 
and inspired songs. 


* The Stream, filled with stones, flows on, 
Move together, hold your heads high, and cross over, my friends! 
Here let us part company from those who are opposed to good; 
And let us cross over to powers that are beneficent. 


—Rig Veda 53-8 
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Sri Shankaracharya once bewailed: Pare brahmani kopi na 
saktah : Nobody is interested in the Divine. But here is an 
exception in Dadaji who is not only interested in the Divine, but 
centred in Him. However, Shankara might have referred to the 
generality of mankind and not to Vibhutis like Dadaji who prove 
the rule by being exceptions. 


It is strange that even now I am unable to say what it is that 
attracted me to Dadaji. It is not his books, because I read them 
afterwards ; it cannot be his philosophy, because he does not 
indulge in theoretical abstractions or metaphysical speculations. 
It is not his music either, which I had heard many times before 
over the radio. (It is true that I came to listen and stayed to 
pray.) But it is the innate humanity in him, that childlike 
simplicity and boundless compassion that drew me, and many 
more like myself, to him. He has a knack of putting us at our 
ease and making us forget that he is one of the greatest singers 
and composers of modern India, known not only in India but 
abroad also ; we easily forget that he enjoys the personal friend- 
ships of many great men all over the world. Verily he is our 
father and a father does not give himself airs while talking to 
his children. 


One is, indeed, often tempted to equate him with oneself 
because he moves with everyone freely, having a smile, a kind 
word, a blessing for one and all. Attendance of any of his 
Sunday bhajan matinees will bear this out. In spite of having 
a large gathering, he knows most of them personally and, at the 
end of the kirtan, will exchange a greeting with everyone. But 
a minute’s contemplation of his accomplishments both in the 
mundane and the spiritual fields takes one’s breath away. The 
quantum of energy he has expended in the service of his 
Gurudev’s Ashram is vast. The evolution of Didi from society 
life to spiritual otherwordliness, adapting herself so that she 
could be a vehicle of messages from above, and lastly arriving 
at a mystic holiness as great as his own, is the culmination of 
his mystic achievements in the service of all, rendered at the 
Lord’s Will. 


And yet there is not a tinge of pride in him. He is ever 
willing to admit a mistake or accord admiration where it is due 
even when the admired one is not of the same way of thinking 
as himself. There is no ‘giving with reserve’ with Dadaji nor 
does he hesitate to call a spade a spade. Generosity, honesty 
and an unwavering adherence to Truth constitute the backbone 
of his character. 


Sri Aurobindo has said somewhere: “The ultimate value 
of a man is not to be measured by what he says, nor even by 
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what he does, but by what he becomes.” Dadaji has said many 
things in his numerous books, done many more things in his 
checkered life, both in the Ashram and outside, but he has 
“become” something entirely different. He has mixed with and 
written about “the great” and has been acclaimed as one among 
them. His voice and compositions have swept audiences off 
their feet, not only in India, but in Europe and America as well, 
where Indian music is not so well known. A silent tear is a 
spontaneous tribute that many a listener gives daily to his 
bhajans. His pen is ever ready with poetic outpourings to meet 
any occasion. But what is most impressive of all is that his 
own life has flowered out, as it were, into a beautiful poem on 
the theme of Divine Realisation. So far we have only heard 
of the great mystics’ one-pointed concentration on the Eternal 
Truth, read of their complete self-dedication to His will and felt 
inspired by the marvellous transmutation the mystic call of the 
Flute effectuates in those that hear it. Now at last we can 
actually see it all exemplified before us in the daily life of Dadaji. 


We young men complain of the drudgery of hard work, if 
one day we sit up for a couple of hours and type. But day after 
day, he puts in about six to eight hours of hard intellectual work 
—a work that is far more fatiguing than manual labour—and 
not once have we heard him complain! The reason is that what- 
ever he does, he offers to the Lord of all works. 


However, as the Sanskrit saying goes, sar an agra, 
মাহৰ Fa ন g Haw (when a camel carries sandal wood, it 


appreciates not the sandal wood, but only the weight), so I am 
not in a position to write about Dadaji, because I am too close to 
him from day to day. It will be for the future chronicler 
to assess what he has made of his own life. Only those 
who are a little distance away from him in space and time 
can see him in the proper perspective. I can at best see one 
facet of his personality, so if I presume to write about him with 
that limited experience, I shall not be doing full justice to a 
personality as great as his. I am fortunate, however, that in my 
everyday dealings with him, I do not have to judge him, but 
surrender myself to the light in him and say with Newman : 


“Lead kindly light, lead thou me on, 
from this encircling gloom.” 
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TO' DILIP KUMAR, OUR DADAJI 
ON HIS SIXTIETH BIRTHDAY 


Doctor S. Aotar 


Trinidad, 
South America 


Blessed that temple-home, that hour was blessed 
When I perceived your face at one with light, 
When in my mind and heart and every cell 

A mystic rose-truth flowered out and sang: 
“Behold the one destined to be your friend, 
Adviser and fellow pilgrim on the Way, 
Who'll spur you on and on to the Goal of goals 
That calls to many but so few attain !” 


So hence if the darkest shadows cross my path 
And thorns wound in the jungle of doubts, I shall 
Repeat on my faith’s rosary His Name 

In joy because you will companion me. 


His ways indeed are strange ! Few will believe 
That He, in His Grace, goads us ever on 
Piloting us slowly in our pilgrimage 

And luring us to aspire, explore and find. 


So I came here and met you face to face, 
Impelled mysteriously by His will 

When, luminously, you explained to me 

The Magic Flutist’s great call I had heard, 

The call which, once heard, makes our lesser loves 
Trail off into insignificance once for all : 

And as you spoke, my fetters fell—as a swift 
Revealing light illuminated all. 


Great is your voice, O singer ! Great your burden 

In this our derelict and noisy world. 

Guide us home through your music, singing of faith 
In the One whose Grace alone can life redeem. 


Resonant Truth has come to stay for ever 

In you whom His Grace has made His own 

And kindled in you His torch of love and wisdom, 
At war with hate and one with harmony. 


Hail minstrel of Brindaban who answer His call 
And burn to win Him—to share Him with all! 
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DADAJI IN POONA 
M. R. Khanna 


Blessed was the day when Dadaji, Sri Dilip Kumar Roy, and 
Didiji, Indira Devi, came to Poona and founded Hari Krishna 
Ashram presided over by the Lord: a beautiful Image in white 
marble of Muralidhar Krishna. Their arrival brought harmony 
and peace to the whole neighbourhood. I shall never forget the 
day we called on him unceremoniously. He received us cordially 
and put us all at our ease by his smile and friendliness. We put 
to him all sorts of questions and he replied with clarity and 
simplicity which made a deep impression on us all, reinforced as 
they were by his radiant personality. He assured us again and 


again wih a sweet smile that the Divine never frowned upon.the' 


common man who preferred to live in a house rather than in a 
cave. 


Encouraged no end, we called on him more and more 
frequently to discuss the conditions one has to fulfil to be the 
better able to follow the call of the Divine as against that of the 
world which pulled all in the opposite direction. Never once did 
he get impatient with us nor wandered from the point in his 
cogent answers. 


After a few months he started his Sunday bhajan-mujlis in 
the mornings to which none were speciaily invited but all were 
welcome—like a prayer-meeting where an aura of prayer was 
conjured up by his, devotional songs. Then he began to have 
every evening puja and arati where so many men and women 
joined him in the singing. By and by we came to read some of 
his books in English like Among the Great, Kumbha—India’s Ageless 
Festival, Sri Chaitanya, The Beggar Princess etc. which we found 
very elevating. His translations in English from Hindi and 
Sanskrit poetry which he sang to us often enough made on us 
an equally profound impression. 


I must admit that before I met him I had never imagined 
that devotional music could be so living as to act on an audience 
like an intoxicant. His songs besides, were sung not for the 
spiritual people alone but for all who came and the majority of 
these were worldly people who were no less moved by their 
powerful appeal. No wonder his bhajans and kirtans have already 
become a feature of Poona life both of the intelligentsia and 
others of all communities, castes and creeds. May I add that his 
affection for children is reciprocated by them all who, with the 
rest, call him Dadaji and listen to his music without the least stir 
which is, indeed, remarkable. 
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He leads a simple but active’ life. Day after day he is 
engaged for hours in writing, morning and afternoon, unless there 
are visitors who come now and again to ask questions. His needs 
are ministered to by Didiji whom he calls his daughter disciple. 
She is an embodiment of sweetness and grace, each acting as a 
focus which draws the aspirants and seekers. Dadaji’s Ashram 
could not have come into being and run as smoothly as it is 
being run had it not been for her untiring devotion to her spiritual 
duty and readiness to share (along with Dadaji) the joys and 
sorrows of all who come, drawn by their personalities. 


Sometimes Dadaji invites us ail and reads out passages and 
chapters from his books—Kumbha or Beggar-Princess. We all feel 
uplifted when he recites verses, his own or those composed 
by Sri Aurobindo, notably Savitri. 


Above all, there are certain spiritual phenomena or shall we 
say happenings which stir us to our depths but which cannot be 
written about now for the general public. Mention must be made, 
however, of Indira Devi’s samadhi which happens every now and 
then in the course of which her face looks transformed, as often 
as not with a beatific smile on her lips, with tears trickling down 
her cheeks! We all look on, thrilled, when she murmurs: 
“Dadaji! I have heard a song.” Whereupon one of their disciples 
takes it down to her dictation. (Many of these have been recorded 
by my wife and daughter.) We all marvel how she comes to 
remember these songs which are sometimes quite long. One 
song she dictated lately (which my daughter took down) consists 
of as many as forty lines! Then Dadaji usually sets these songs 
to tune and sings on the morrow to enthrill us all. 


There is so much to write about Dadaji but I refrain from 
doing so out of sheer diffidence. I need only add, in conclusion, 
that we all are being made more and more conscious by him day 
by day, of the value of all that we have inherited from the hoary 
wisdom of India of which, alas, we ordinarily know so little! 
May Dadaji live long to make this heritage more living to us all 
and put us under a deep debt which we would love to feel more 
and more as something that can never be repaid. 
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MY GURU, DADA, AS I SEE HIM 
Don Taxay 


With the artist, as a general rule, there is little difficulty 
in separating the man from his works, the personality from the 
person’s achievements. There is, indeed, a natural dichotomy 
between the two which, in some cases, so signally contrasts the 
artist’s life with the ideals of his aesthetic expression that we 
are tempted to accept the one and eschew the other. Perhaps 
nowhere else as in art are the strange inconsistencies between the 
man’s life and the ideals of the artist in him more disconcertingly 
revealed. 


But such is not the case with my Guru, Dilip Kumar, or 
Dada as we love to call him. For in his case, we feel, the 
musician, the poet, the novelist and the thinker are not disparate 
personalities but manifestations on different levels of the real, 
the central man—the bhakta, the devotee of Krishna, the nucleus 
round which revolves his different aspirations. 


Few have heard his voice and not loved it, even here, in 
America. I have seen so many go into ecstasies over the rich 
overtones of his voice even when reproduced mechanically by 
such a dead thing as the gramophone. And I have seen a good 
many who agree whole-heartedly with Sri Aurobindo’s estimate 
of his poetry: “When you write your poetry the psychic being is 
always behind it—even when you are in the depths of mental or 
vital despondency, as soon as you write the psychic being 
intervenes and throws its self-expression into what you write. It 
is that that has made people with some inner life in them, those 
who have some touch of the spiritual, feel these poems of yours 
so much.” The reason is not far to seek. It is that Dada is not 
simply one among many mystic artists, a poet of talent who has 
a “mystical bent” and just woven the millennial wisdom of India 
into an aesthetic fabric. Here is a devotee, I repeat, whose 
heart’s devotion has absorbed the “wisdom” and pronounced it 
with the thrilled accent of the heart and not merely presented 
it all with an intellectual conviction. Here is a visionary who has 
glimpsed iridescent peaks and described them with the rapture 
they have inspired. Here is a yogi, a mystic lover, who has 
passed beyond his crystal-clear intellect which merely analyses 
into a vibrant consciousness which has a native power to make 
others feel the beauty of what has made it resonant. It is not 
without significance that among all the medievai poet-saints of 
India—the one he came to love most from his adolescence was 
Mirabai, the Maid of Brindaban, with whom he came in contact 
later, through clairaudience, day after marvellous day, to be 
initiated into a deeper hearing beyond the reach of the analytic 
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intellect. And this, let me add, weaned him finally from his first 
love: the love of music as an art. He had to grow into a singer 
of love divine, transcending the realm of aesthetic joy and 
passing into that of devotional rapture. 


Here in America where religion is subject to schedule, 
where the soul is confounded with the mind or else repudiated 
out of hand by the sophisticated, where Divine Grace is dismissed 
as “too good to be true”—the breath of the Lord goes by un- 
perceived. But through the singing of a devotee like Dada 
many an aspirant did feel, however fugitively, the answering 
breath of the Divine moving one to tears: in other words, living 
Grace which is no vague theology, still less a puerile sentimen- 
tality. To put it more succinctly, Dada has, through his dis- 
courses and songs, startled a good many here into a new aware- 
ness of what ordinarily eludes most : the reality of Life Divine 
and the power of true aspiration to “deliver the goods”. 


Yes, it is this power of his which has primarily made us turn 
to India and accept her as our motherland, our spiritual home— 
India, the spiritual centre of gravity of this lop-sided world. 
Some day, in God’s good time, we shall return there, join Dada 
in the Lord’s Temple and sing with him: 


Name unto me the price of thy pearl, Lord: 
The precious boon of grace and ecstasy, 

And I give thee, in joy, my solemn word : 

[ll live for thee and serve thee sleeplessly. 


When earthlings build an altar to earth-love, 
Which pales before thy sun-compassion, and vaunt 
Their penury as wealth—shall I reprove 

My aching heart for having prudence rent ? 


When giving unto thee is, in itself, 

A bliss and worship fills my heart and love 
Divine companions me—does not my pelf 
Wax far beyond the richest treasure-grove ? 


May thy unflawed sun-ruth my stained skin blanch 
And may thy rains beat down upon my face. 
Though oft I falter, yet my soul is staunch 

In its resolve : to serve thee in all ways. 
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DILIP KUMAR, THE SEEKER 
Sri Bidhubhushan Mullick 


Calm spirits from the nebulous skies, 

That soar indifferent to our race and age; 
Thrown here by chance ; and waiting gravely wise, 
For some divine undreamt-of heritage ! 


On January 22, 1957, Sri Dilip Kumar Roy completed sixty. 
His friends and admirers wish him good health, long life and 
হা of his heart’s one desire for which he has been striving 
all his life. 


I came to know him first in 1949 when he visited Allahabad 
and stayed as my guest for a few days. Apart from his inspiring 
bhajans which he sang with real fervour and his delightful voice 
with its rich resonance and sweetness, what I was most attracted | 
by was his charming personality, his utter simplicity and | 
humility. He kept us bewitched for hours by his beautiful music | 
and his brilliant conversation full of wit and humour. 


The week he stayed with me was one of utter joy for us all. 

, We were lifted out of our narrow grooves to be accorded, as it 
were, glimpses of another world replete with rich joy, full living 

and real happiness, unmarred by sorrow. When he left we felt 

a wrench and wished we could have him with us for ever. | 


In 1949 he had paid a flying visit to Allahabad after nearly 
thirteen years. The result was that all his friends and 
acguaintances and even strangers chased him from early morn- | 
ing to drag him to their places and he was often made to sing 
a dozen times in the course of the day. This entailed a great 
strain on him, the more so as he had been suffering from a bad 
cough. (He had actually to sip hot water every five minutes to | 
be able to stave off his cough!) But he could not find it in his 
heart to refuse. Once, when I tried to expostulate with those 
who took advantage of his amiability, a party, more enterprising 
than the rest, circumvented me by spiriting him away before | 
daybreak without my knowledge as I was then still in bed. | 











Since then eight years have elapsed during which time he 
has favoured me by many visits prompted by his love and friend- | 
ship for me. I have, with the passage of time, come to know him 
better and better and with knowledge has come reverence for 
what he is striving to be. (He has, in a way so characteristic of 
him, taken advantage of my being two years older and chosen to 
become my “younger brother” and so I had to become his Dada— 
elder brother—though no one is more conscious than myself of | 
the fact that I have no claim to be respected by him as his : | 
senior.) || 
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He had the training and the background of our generation 
when the East lay under the domination of the West and 
everything western invoked admiration and things eastern had 
to be revalued in western scales. Yet utterly oblivious to what 
others might say, he has steadfastly followed the path of bhakti 
—the path he chalked out for himself in his adolescence—with 
complete faith in the Lord and one-pointed aspiration to sur- 
render to His will. Others who meet him may realise his 
greatness but he himself has no such consciousness and never 
lays any claim to any status other than that of a sincere truth- 
seeker and only prays that the Lord of his heart will someday 
reveal His being of truth and love to him and accept him as 
His own. 


. He has come in contact with some of the greatest men and 
women of our times and could easily be counted as one of them, 
but such is his humility that I have seen him prostrate himself 
before men and women who have no claim to what he has 
achieved. 


Last, though by no means the least, he always goes out to 
help men and women who come to him for guidance, no matter 
how busy he may be at the time they come to seek his help or 
solace. I have seen some come to scoff but stay on to pray! 
Since he has started his Ashram at Poona he is not able to travel 
as much as he used to before and so I cannot enjoy his company 
as much as I would like to, but whenever, in my moments of 
depression, I think of his utter dependence on the Lord, I do 
feel better. 


Most of us are inclined to see the shortcomings of others, but 
he is generous to a fault and bears ill-will to none, taking a 
charitable view of everything and make large allowances for the 
failings of others. He is always alive to his duty to lighten the 
darkness around us in his own humble way, and reminds me 
often of an appraisement of Somerset Maugham: “They re- 
present an ideal that is a refreshment to their fellows; the 
common run may never attain it, but they respect it and it affects 
their lives for good.” 


May he live the full Vedic span of a hundred years, a beacon- 
light to all seekers of truth and the highest spiritual values. 
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SPIRITUAL ASPIRATIONS OF SRI DILIP KUMAR 
Birendra Kishore Roy Choudhury 


Dilip Kumar has followed the path of Krishna-Prema or 
Divine Love as a creative musician, as a poet and as a Sadhaka. 
It is for the realisation of the Love Divine which is another name 
of The Life Divine that he took refuge in Sri Aurobindo as his 
Guru. After The Guru’s passing he is following the same path 
he loved since his boyhood—the path leading to the realisation 
of Sri Krishna. Dilip Kumar has developed spiritual contacts 
with some higher Divine personalities who are guiding him 
onward along the path of the Divine. Dilip Kumar is the 
greatest bhajan-singer of modern India and his unique contribu- 
tion in this line stem like a flower from the evolution of, his 
psychic personality. May his Ishta and Guru foster his life-long 
aspirations and self-expression in his Art which will live amongst 
the long-lived treasures of the Earth. 


A BIRTHDAY PRAYER 
Dilip Kumar Roy 


POONA, 
Hari Krishna Mandir, 
January 22, 1957 


Come, Krishna, in moon-beauty’s boat 
When darkling shadows, at evetide, fall 
And a longing grows to sign away 
My all to the All-in-all. 


May not my body, in serving thee, 
Revel in life’s illusive bliss, 

Unheeding thy Flute’s call to blue 
Brindavan’s harmonies. 


But in my every movement, may 
I offer thee all my joy and pain, 
Aspiring with my every breath 
My surrender to attain. 


Then grant : my every thought revolve 
Round thee, adoring sleeplessly 
Thy darling Presence, ever aware 
That we live but for thee. 
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And last, give that my heart, in 10৮95 
Spontaneous loyalty, Lord, keep 

My tryst with thee and yearn to merge 
In thy reclaiming deep. 


Of flame my rebel dust and dross 
Till all’s a godly glow. I cry: 

I can achieve nought by myself 
Unless thou, from on high. 


In compassion, lean to me and mould 
My being’s atoms to thine will 

And make them sing of thee alone 
Their destiny to fulfil. 


Time flows by—lights that once were strong 
Now fade—but this my soul knows, Friend, 

That once I’m havened in thee, my life’s 
Quest shall not vainly end. 


For, one with thee, whatever I do 
Shall be inspired and crowned by thee 
And I will draw my every breath 
From thee, everlastingly. 


At break of dawn of thee we sing, 
At noon, again, to thee we call. 
For thee we yearn at sunset, King! 
On thee we lean when shadows fall. 
O thou, our one Friend, Guide and Stay! 
In thee we all live night and day. 


DILIP : A DEDICATED LIFE 
His Holiness Sadhu Vaswani 


I was in Sind, beloved Sind, years ago. Not a few of my 
friends in Bharata spoke of Sind as a “desert”. The “desert” 
of Sind was inexpressibly dear to me: the “desert stars and 
songs” proclaimed by the Infinite. In my “wanderings” I saw 
the “face of the Krishna-bhakta” in many a singer among the 
simple humble village-folk of Sind. 


Dilip Kumar is a gifted singer and a gifted writer—a 
novelist, dramatist, poet—of Brindaban. I love to think of dear 
Dilip as more than an artist, as one who has dedicated himself 
to Sri Krishna. 
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There is a small town in Sind, named Larkana. I stayed 
there for a few months assimilating the traditions and inspira- 
tion of the place. One hot summer day I walked to the “canal” 
to have a dip in its cooling waters. Returning from the canal 
to my humble cottage, I saw a group of Muslims listening to a 
Muslim girl who was singing an Urdu song. I have not quite 
forgotten it, some words have clung to my memory. The singer 
sang, again and again, two lines, charged with the agony of a 
lover’s heart aspiring to the Infinite. These two Urdu lines I 
may translate into English thus: 


“His life hath he offered as a sacrifice to the Lord of Life !” 


I recall this little song, sung by an unknown singer in a 
remote corner of Sind, as I think of Dilip Kumar today. Him 
I regard as a man who has offered his life “as a sacrifice to’ the 
Lord of Life”. Dilip Kumar’s is a dedicated life. 


Eight years and more have passed since I came from Sind 
to Poona. I have seen the tragedy of this “migration,” and I 
believe that our “politicians” have blundered badly in being a 
party to the “partition” of India. I love India and Indian culture. 
I feel grateful to kind friends who have given me a home in 
their loving hearts. But these eight years of my exile here I 
feel like one mentally walking alone ! 


When Dilip Kumar came to Poona, about three years ago, 
my heart was happy for I had known him before I saw him. 
When, indeed, I saw him, face to face, I said : “Here is an intel- 
lectual of a higher order who is a mystic as well—a singer of 
love and a servant of humanity, a disciple of Krishna and a 
reverent seer of the Revelations enshrined in all the religions of 
the world.” And he is a “disciple” of all the prophets and saints 
of humanity because he sees that Religion is essentially one in its 
aspirations and inspirations and ‘ ‘many” only in its “accents” 
and “interpretations,” its “creeds” and “rites”. Rightly does 
Sri Krishna say to Arjuna, at the end of the Gita 


“Renounce all religions (dharmas) and take refuge in Me 
alone?” Creeds has dear Dilip renounced—transcended—to live 
a life of surrender at Sri Krishna’s feet. Dilip’s is a dedicated 
life. 

Wide is his range of reading and studies in literature and 
art : but he does not lose himself in a forest of learning. What an 
example to us all is his simplicity 1 He does not move in a world 
of “categories and classifications.” The modern world is 
dominated, alas, by the lust for gold or “greatness”. Dilip 
Kumar’s joy is in the pure adoration of the One who is pure and 
beyond compare. 

How may the One be interpreted ? Who knows? “Who 
dare name His Name?” asked the great poet—perhaps the 
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greatest poet of the modern era. But he glimpsed a great Truth 
when he added : 


“Who dare silence the Heart 
And say : I believe Him not ? 
The All-enfolder, 

The All-upholder : 

Does He not hold, uphold 
You and me—and Himself ?” 


The emphasis, not merely in his thought—his mental way 

| of looking at the world but, also, in his daily aspirations and life 

| —is on Love. Truth and holiness, simplicity and beauty—the 

four “aspects” or “accents” of the One—are, to my mind, unified 

and integrated in Love. “Name it as you will.” Goethe writes in 
is Faust, — 


“Love, Rapture, God : 

I have no name for it—none ! 
The Heart is all, and the Name 
Nothing but clamour and smoke 
Clouding the glow of the sky.” 


The materialist technique of the modern world tends to 
accentuate the value of money, to minimise the importance of 
the village-folk, to subordinate sympathy to efficiency and, 
practically, to trample upon the rights of the poor and forlorn 
in the interests of a corporate State. Conformity to the State 
and applause—is the twofold task imposed on the citizen. The 
Hindu ideal of reverence for the sangha or samaj—the Brother- 
hood—reverence for Rama and Krishna, Buddha and 
Muhammad, Christ and Nanak, Zoroaster and Mahavir, 
reverence for all the Great Ones of humanity, is trampled upon 
by the machine-dominated civilisation of today. Dilip Kumar, I 
am happy, realises the deep value of Hindu traditions and 
Unified Culture—the Culture of the Gita and the Upanishads, of 
Plato and the New Testament. 


His face reflects a light in which I see devotion to Krishna. 
And the Lord is so truly great, divinely vast, that He does not 
disdain the small. He, in His compassion, takes care of little 
things. Dilip’s bhakti, his tender surrender to creative Krishna, 
is a mark, to my mind, of his essential greatness. His ultimate 
significance to me is that of an artist who sees in Beauty an 
outbreathing of the Eternal. 


Dilip Kumar is a man of deep sympathy : this, I regard, as 
one important mark of a true artist. In modern politics the 
dominant note is that of power. In Dilip Kumar’s life the 
dominant note is that of sympathy with all living beings. Is not 
sympathy the Inner Force which underlies all true civilisation ? 
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And this man of sympathy and perception has suffered not 
a little in his strivings to bear witness to the Lord. Many there 
be who sing the Name of Krishna. But how many are there 
who have, in their love for Him, renounced their all? It was a 
singer of Gujerat who said : 


“The Way of the Lord is for heroes. 
Offer your life and your all : 
Then take the Name of the Lord.” 


And this may truly be said of Dilip Kumar : he has offered 
his life and his all and then taken the Name of the Lord. I 
recall the significant words of Walt Whitman: 


“O my brave soul ! E 
Oh, farther, farther sail !” 


Dilip has, with singular devotion (bhakti), gone as a brave 
soul, as a hero, in his quest—has gone on farther, farther in the 
rough seas of life. He has given himself, given his all, to the 
Lord. Yet his heart is radiant with faith, with courage, with 
love. 


Artists are like temple bells: each has its note of beauty : 
each sounds the music of eternity. In an age which has still 
to run its course of doubt and Gisbelief, it is a privilege to meet 
a few humble men and women who reveal the Light of aspiration 
for the Infinite, the bliss of longing for Holiness, the beauty of 
a dedicated life. One of these humble men is Dilip Kumar. 


Coming from Sind to Bharata, I have received the kind- 
ness of many in a measure I have done nothing to deserve. Yet 
I have prayed 22811 and again: 


Homeless am I, O Lord! 

Whither shall I go? 

A wanderer here from the Desert 

Where once did dwell fakirs and dervishes of God : 
Whither shall I go? 


Here am I, O Lord! 

And in my heart is still the longing 

Humbly to sit with those who are dear to Thee : 
Whither shall I go? 


Drunk, alas, are the many 

With power and pleasure, 

Not knowing yet ee 

That true Freedom is not where Faith is not! 
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Bless Thou beloved Sind ! 
And be Thou with beloved Bharata yet! 
Be thou our Freedom and our Faith! 


Whatever our country or confession, 
Our creed or caste, 

Be Thou our Faith and our Freedom, 
Our Scripture and our Shrine ! 

And may we live in Thy Light and Love! 


As I looked, the other day, into the eyes of Dilip Kumar, 
I said to myself: ‘Blessed is Dilip and blessed, too, is Indira 
Devi and blessed are the simple and the pure : for they dwell in 
the One Light, the One Love, the One Beauty of the Beloved!!” 


BEYOND THE APPRAISING MIND 
David Weston Hunter 


San Francisco, California 
U.S. A. 
February 24, 1957 
Who is Dilip Kumar Roy? I do not know. Nor doI know 


where he is. If I were to ask him, he might laugh and tell me 
a story ; or look far away and sing : 


“Friend ! I too fare far... .far from the shore 
Of bondage...... ' 
Tho still for His Haven I sigh :” 


Part of him, I am told, resides at Poona, in Dunlavin Cottage. 
Which part ? I wonder how vast would the house have to be 
if it were to contain all of him. To answer that one must know 
a great deal more or a great deal less than I do. For instance: 
Where does he begin...... in the Pleiades? Orend..... some- 
where south of the Himalayas? Or does he begin at the soles 
of his feet and end at the crown of his head? And who is it 
who begins? When did he begin, if he began? Does all this 
questioning about one person make him unique? Who is not 
unique ! 


If this book, instead of being inscribed to the name of a 
man we know and love, were written to celebrate the name and 
anniversary of God,—then what could we say? Could we say 
or ask any more or ‘any less! Where does God begin,...... 
where end? Who is He? Who is asking? Is Dilip Kumar 


107 








GOLDEN BOOK 


Roy asking? Is David Hunter asking? Is God asking? Ido 
not know. But If I do not know who or where Sri Roy is, can 
I find where he is not! 5 


Here in San Francisco, several thousand miles from Poona, 
there is a photograph on my desk of a face,—familiar, well 
loved,—a body, a form, a smile. There is a name written below, 
—“Dilip”. What is this word? A man or a symbol? What 
is the photo,—another symbol or a man? A symbol of what ? 
Of a body, of a person, or of an image held in my memory ? 
Are the name and the photo part of the reality? And the 
images in my memory,—the images of experiences, contacts, 
interchanges,—what are they...... part of the reality? Part 
of me or part of Dilip...... here or in Poona? And the body 
in Poona,—what part does it play in the reality ? s 


It was late one winter afternoon when I first met Sri Roy 
and his disciple Indira Devi. We met at a reception given for 
him in San Francisco by the Indian Consulate. His name and 
fame had run ahead of his arrival. Everyone wanted to meet 
him. The party was crowded, gay, and noisy. If you put your 
ear three inches from your friend’s mouth you might catch part 
of what he said. As I saw them from across the hall I thought 
to myself. “How will these two sensitive people survive such 
an ordeal?” Perhaps they were wondering why they were 
there. How different it must have seemed to the world at 
Pondicherry. From then on many of our contacts were made 
in quiet places, in the hills, or by the long beaches that surround 
our city. 


I remember one day,—gray and smelling of far away places. 
We wandered along the beach listening to the cry of the gulls 
as they wheeled and dove for perch, listening to the sound of 
the waves, the wind and the shuffling of our feet in the sand. 
His deep dyed robes, yellow and wine, rose and fell in the wind, 
and the tufts of his hair slipped out from under his cap. Was 
that the wind that tossed and curled his robe, or did the moving 
robe create the wind ? Perhaps there was no wind, no robe,— 
only the breath of his Lord wrapping itself around the sand, the 
sea, and the three of us strolling above the reach of the waves. 
Who knows! Could all this have been a movement of the 
mind,—a trembling on the edge of consciousness? Whose 
consciousness ! 


We spent long hours together in the studio of the American 
Academy of Asian Studies, where he was lecturing. Each 
morning when possible, they would rehearse there. Dilip would 
play and sing his haunting hymns, while Indira danced. Some- 
times we all three sang together. At least that is the way it 
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appeared. But I must ask, was Dilip really singing and playing, 
or was he being sung and played ? Was Indira really dancing 
and bowing at his feet for his blessing, or was she being danced 
and bowed ? Who was blessing whom? Who was watching ? 
Were they the watchers or was I? Or was it the Lord watching, 
—watching Himself watch ; watching Himself sing, and play, 
and dance? Watching Himself bless Himself ! 


As I sit writing, I wonder where I really am. Am I back 
there at the Academy, four years ago? In Poona? When? 
In my home in San Francisco, now ? I cannot say only, “Yes”, 
or only, “No”. Am I listening to my memory or to the sound 
of his voice singing in Sanskrit or Bengali, words whose meaning 
I did not know; or English words such as: 

e “I will wait for You as the evening falls 
My Lord, I will wait for you. 
I know you will come as the flutelet calls, 
My heart you will come to woo.” 


Whichever way we decide, it is a moving experience. Whether 
I am the watcher, and Dilip the singer, and Indira the dancer, 
or not,—still my heart dances and sings as I feel again and 
again the strange power of those hours, of his voice, and the 
less perceivable impact which depended not alone on voice, or 
word, or music, or movement. What caused this impact? If 
you have met Sri Roy, heard his singing, seen him smile,—if you 
have felt this as I, you will know what I am saying. You may 
even be able to define it and explain its causes. If you have not 
had the experience, all I can say is: I hope you will allow 
yourself, or that mystery we call grace will allow you to touch 
the realm to which,—from which his music calls. 


Now, as usual, I hesitate using superlatives. Each moment 
is itself,—not great, not little,—only itself. So is each act. So 
is each individual. The experiences of meeting and hearing 
Dilip Kumar Roy occurred four years ago. When and where had 
we rehearsed those meetings ? In one sense, never. Whatever 
our bonds of love, wherever they had begun and ripened, in what- 
ever previous moments we had looked into each other’s eyes and 
wondered who was looking at whom,—still the moment we met 
was the moment we met,—unique, different from all other 
moments. When we meet again it will be what it will be. It 
will be where it will be,—here in San Francisco, here in Poona, 
or some other here. It will be when it will be,—when it is. He 
is Dilip Kumar Roy. If anyone ask : 

“What is he like ?” 

I will say: “He is like Dilip Kumar Roy ?” 
“Why does he sing ?” 

“He sings because he sings !” 
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He loves Krishna because he loves Krishna. I love Dilip 
because I love Dilip. He is because he is. He is who he is, when 
he is, where he is. And I do not know who, or when, or where 
he is not. 


Is all this a game, what he spoke of as, “lila” ? Who is 
playing with whom? Who makes the rules which appear to 
change from hour to hour? Where is the game taking place ? 
Here in San Francisco around me, in my mind, in Poona, in the 
mind of Dilip, or in the vaster, less measurable consciousness 
of the Lord ? 


I can only guess at the answer. Ask Dilip Kumar Roy if 
you do not know, if you can find him,—if you can find who is 
asking. I suspect that even the asking is part of the game he 
and we, are involved in playing. Where? When? Wherever 
we are, whenever we are. 


What have I been trying to say ? Only that the uniqueness 
of his existence is more significant than anything I can say about 
the uniqueness of his existence. 


DADAJI, THE CONVERSATIONALIST 
Prof. S. B. Hudlikar, M.A., Ph.D. (Germany) 


Strange, indeed, are the ways of Providence ! In February, 
1951, I.was on my way from the Panna State to Poona to take 
up my post as the Principal of the Shivaji Military School at 
Poona. At the Jabbalpore railway station I bought a wonderful 
book entitled Among the Great by Dilip Kumar Roy. How could 
I imagine then that I was to meet soon, at Poona, the illus- 
trious author of the inspiring book which I read through in the 
train—a wonderful study of Romain Rolland, Mahatma Gandhi, 
Bertrand Russell, Rabindranath Tagore and Sri Aurobindo! 
His pen-portraits of the five world-figures made such a deep 
impression on my mind that I decided to pay a visit to Pondi- 
chery where, I gathered, he was then living in the Ashram of 
the great Yogi, Sri Aurobindo. But things were ordained 
otherwise. 


It was in December, 1953 that I first met the person sud- 
denly : he visited the Balakmandir I had established since at 
Dunlavin Cottage owned by Sir Chunilal Mehta. Sri Dilip Kumar 
was accompanied by his now famous daughter-disciple Indira 
Devi. In 1953 they had gone out on a world-tour on a cultural 
mission sponsored by the India Government. On their return 
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they came to be installed at the same cottage which Dadaji (as 
we came to call him later) named “Hari Krishna Mandir”, a 
temple presided over by a lovely Image in white marble of 
Sri Krishna. I had, therefore, to vacate the house and rented 
another in the neighbourhood, within a stone’s throw of Hari 
Krishna Mandir. Our dear friends, Sri and Srimati M. R. 
Khanna—who with their two daughters were soon to become 
Dadaji’s devotees—lived in a cottage in front of Dadaji’s. 


On our daily morning walks we used frequently to meet 
Dadaji on the road and could not help but admire his attractive 
personality, robed in the saffron garb of a sadhu. After a few 
days we made bold to pay him an informal visit. I remember 
the morning so well, now etched in my memory for ever. 

D 


Dadaji and Indira Devi were sitting in the veranda of their 
residence. The atmosphere was refreshing. Mr. Khanna, an 
adept at finding excuses on which to meet people without a pre- 
vious appointment, presented to Dadaji two books by Mill 
Durand: Heritage of the East and Heritage of Greece. Dadaji 
thanked him and said: “I loved once to read such intellectual 
books, but can feel no inner urge any more to grow better in- 
formed on all topics. I have to die more and more to the world 
and live more and more in Krishna, the Lord of my heart. I 
read now only such books, usually, which help my sadhana and 
write but such books which stimulate my aspiration. Besides,” 
he added with a half-smile, “I am often reminded now-a-days 
of an admonition of Krishnaprem's. One day, on seeing on 
my table at Lucknow a book on Western philosophy (Kant or 
Hegel, I forget which) he rebuked me reproachfully : ‘And thou 
too, Brutus! Reading Western philosophy, revelling in words 
words words—intellectual speculations about things utterly 
beyond the intellect! I tell you Dilip, that India may, indeed, 
learn many things from the West, but philosophy or spiritual 
knowledge is not one of them. If read you must, to know about 
true philosophy, read the Upanishads, the Gita, the Bhagavat, 
the Mahabharat. Why waste your time on barren intellectual 
discussions on the ultimate realities which have to be experienced 
and not speculated about ? ” 


Dadaji paused for breath, then went on: “Krishnaprem 
was right. For Western philosophy—I mean the intellectual 
stuff we, enlightened Indians, are coming to hail as modern, not 
the mystic revelations we dismiss as medieval—is barren and 
leads a spiritual truth-seeker nowhere. So I cannot but feel— 
more and more strongly, as I journey on the mystic path—that 
we have first to unlearn much that we have learned from the 
Western schools of thought and hark back to our own heritage, 
mystic or philosophic. For us to turn to the West for guidance 
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in philosophy or spirituality is suicidal. Not that we must live 
entirely in the past, mind you, for India has never done that. 
What I am driving at is that we must build higher and higher 
on our own foundations and not on those of the Western philo- 
sophers. It is to counter our modern tendency to remodel our 
lives on the Western intellectual concepts that Sri Aurobindo 
started writing philosophy, stemming from spiritual experience 
as against intellectual speculations, brilliant and ingenious. And 
to give the new orientation to our best spirits he had to debunk 
much that passes in the West for wisdom based on a vital and 
mental outlook, having no truck with the psychic and the spiri- 
tual. He had to—in order to rehabilitate us in our time-old 
faith in the everlasting verities of the Spirit—and said in his 
famous message to the Andhra University in 1948 that it would 
be a tragic irony of fate if India were to travel away from ner 
spiritual destiny when the world at large was turning to her 
gospel of the soul to be led by. He also prophesied boldly that 
India was going to be the spiritual leader of the world.” Here 
Dadaji paused and looked at me. “At the time he voiced this 
prophecy,” he added “few people took it seriously. But note 
how the landscape has changed in a single decade : India today 
not only plays an important role in the comity of nations but 
is looked up to as an indispensable adviser in serious international 
crises the world over ; Pandit Jawaharlal is respected not only 
as a statesman but almost as a counsellor in international crises 
and Gandhiji is revered as a Messiah by millions in every 
corner of the globe. This spectacular rise of Gandhiji and 
Jawaharlalji I cannot but regard as a partial fulfilment of Sri 
Aurobindo’s prophecy because, when all is said and done, these 
two eminent sons of India—and in especial, Gandhiji—have 
voiced mightily the agelong message of India based on peace, 
tolerance and divine humanism.” 


We returned home in a state of exaltation and could not 
help but feel that we were fortunate that Dadaji should have 
decided to build his temple home in Poona. 


Soon after, he started discoursing on Yoga and the spiritual 
life—mostly after his bhajan singing—to the devotees whose 
numbers grew day by day. People came to be specially attracted 
by Indira Devi’s songs composed in samadhi which Dadaji set 
to tune and sang both in solo and chorus. Every Sunday morn- 
ing a large audience listened in joy to his songs and occasional 
talks in the delectable devotional atmosphere which deepened 
from day to day. Then he started his nightly bhajans as well 
which ended with arati during which the devotees sang an arati- 
bhajan composed by Indira Devi. We, being his nearest neigh- 
bours, deemed ourselves specially fortunate in that we could 
attend the puja every evening, night after inspiring night. 
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One evening, as we were having a talk with him, I said : 
“We wish often that we had your musical gift so that we could 
all swell the choral choir.” 


“That reminds me,” Dadaji answered, laughing, “of Indira’s 
father who once remarked: ‘I wish, Dadaji, I had your voice.’ 
I returned the compliment, saying: ‘And I wish, Kriparamji 
I had your liver.’ ” Then looking at Indira Devi with a twinkle 
he added: “The Punjabis are great—as untiring in war as in 
feasts. I wrote for Kriparamji in an autograph in his name: 


Justice is a word so good : 
I do it to the poorest food.” 


“Yes,” he added, laughing with us, “they are a fine people. 
I get on famously with them.” 


Indira Devi smiled and answered: “But why single out us, 
Punjabis, Dada ? Don’t you get on equally well with the people 
of other provinces ? And don’t you say to all you meet that 
you are an Indian first and a Bengalee afterwards ?” 


To this Khanna lent his support saying: “Yes, Dadaji, you 
have succeeded in rising above narrow provincialism, that is why 
you draw to yourself all who come near you.” 


Then the conversation drifted till the topic of supra-physical 
manifestation cropped up. We asked him once again to explain 
to us how Mirabai came to sing before Indira Devi in her samadhi. 
Someone said that it seemed almost too good to be true. 


“Yes,” Dadaji answered, “many people do feel somewhat 
sceptical and I don’t blame them because I understand why they 
can’t understand. There is a foolish idea abroad that only such 
phenomena are valid as can be testified to by all and sundry and 
that only such happenings are real as can be attested by the 
five senses and grasped by mental reason. It is foolish because 
even in intellectual life the testimony of the senses have to be 
continually corrected or supplemented by data to which the 
senses can never have any clue. Whoever can hope that we 
shall by sharpening our senses perceive the strange dances of 
the electrons or see with what velocity the far galaxies are speed- 
ing frantically in interestellar space 222 


“But then we do believe in the dances of the electrons and 
the mad race of the galaxies ?” 


“We do, but why ? Not because men of science have con- 
vinced us by the credibility of their findings but because the 
technologists have, by dint of their skill, produced things we can 
enjoy in our daily life. How many of the cleverest men today 
can understand Einstein's theory of relativity or Plunck’s quan- 
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tum theory? Yet we sing their praises not because we even 
faintly understand what they say but because we are startled 
by the ingenuity of the mechanics and engineers who have ex- 
ploited the scientific theories to cater to our sense-enjoyment. 
The mystics and the Yogis do not do this as it is not their 
swadharma to enhance the ways and means of the gratification 
of the senses. They do, indeed, offer us a deeper bliss and a 
more abiding peace of the soul, but not on our conditions. So 
we are sceptical because their conditions are difficult to fulfil. 
Besides, reason has an ego of its own and so is unwilling to 
accept an evidence as valid which cannot be appraised by its 
limited lights. So what the mystics perceive the moderns dis- 
miss out of hand as auto-suggestion or hallucination or what not, 
asserting dogmatically that what cannot be ratified by the mind 
must be held out of court—invalid. What is not in the Koran 
is non-existent, is the cry of the Koran of Reason. In a word, 
facts which cannot be explained by reason or data which can 
only be perceived by a transformation of consciousness are to 
be discredited by those who find it too hard to change their 
mundane, rational consciousness. So they rationalise the limita- 
tions of reason and the senses into a virtue and an asset too 
precious to be discarded in favour of a ‘questionable’ higher con- 
sciousness. That is why they say that God can be admissible 
only when He can convince the Chief Justice Reason by becoming 
amenable to his reason or, shall we say, to the jurors of reason 
giving their verdict from the standpoint of common-sense ?” 


Dadaji relit his pipe and went on as a half-smile edged his 
lips: ‘Apropos, I am reminded of a rather amusing wordy duel 
between an uncle of mine who believed in God and a Communist 
who swore by Stalin. As my uncle talked about Divine Grace 
the Communist flared up as usual and said hotly that he did 
not believe that God existed, science has pricked the bubble of 
faith, religion was the opium of the mind and so on...... he 
ranted. When his harangue was over my uncle calmly said: 
‘Well, you know, my friend, I simply can’t believe in Stalin. 
I think it’s all a make-believe, Stalin is a myth, a rumour.’ The 
Communist started: ‘What do you mean? ‘I mean precisely 
what I say,’ returned my uncle, ‘just as you mean what you say 
when you assert that you don't believe in God.’ The Communist 
was aghast: ‘But I say there is no God because I can find no 
proof that He exists.’ ‘And I say there is no Stalin because 
I can find no proof that he exists.’ Then Communist rationalist 
looked at my uncle incredulously. ‘Surely you can’t be serious,’ 
he said. ‘So many have seen Stalin.’ ‘For the matter of that,’ 
answered my uncle, ‘so many have seen God.’ ‘I can’t believe 
them,’ the Communist laughed. My uncle smiled: ‘I also can’t 
believe those who say they have seen Stalin. And, like you, 
I can only believe what I see.’ 
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“But you can see Stalin if you go there to Moscow.’ 


‘You don't say so! I know so many who have been to 
Moscow and never saw him. 


‘Dash it all, man! Surely you are laughing at me. Of 
course anybody and everybody can’t. You have to go first to 
his Secretary and—er—apply for an interview.’ 


‘And anybody who so applies will be taken to him ? 


‘Not exactly....but....er....many are. There is a proce- 
dure for everything.’ 


‘Just so. And likewise, if you want to have an interview 
with God, you have to follow a similar procedure. You have 
to goto His Secretaries, the saints and seers, and though all who 
apply through them are not accorded an interview there are 
some who are.’ 


‘Surely you don’t call that argument....’ 


‘Why not? You believe those who have seen Stalin—even 
when you yourself have been denied an interview, don’t you ?’ 


‘Of course. Because I know they are speaking the truth.’ 


‘No, my friend. You don’t know. You only believe and 
you believe because you are being constantly told through books, 
newspapers etc. that Stalin is a reality. Likewise if you con- 
sorted with the saints and seers you would be told that they have 
seen God or realised Him in a way more intimate than seeing. 
I have known hundreds in India and elsewhere who will not 
dream of doubting the mystics’ testimony that all can see or 
realise God if they follow the procedure: That is, attain purity, 
live in and for him, remember him all the time, offer him the 
fruit of all your actions etc. You can of course decide not to 
fulfil such conditions, that is your affair—but you can’t say that 
those who do and are rewarded by His darshan are fools or wish- 
ful-thinkers. Of course it is not easy to see God. But is it easy 
to see Stalin? No, I was not joking. The point I wanted to 
make was that it is no more irrational to accept the evidence of 
the saints of high character than it is to accept the evidence of 
all and sundry about things they have seen. And the saints 
say with one voice that God can be realised if you will fulfil 
His conditions ; that He can be invoked only by love and surren- 
der, faith and sincerity, not by the presumptuous challenge of 
rational egoists. Of course you are free to choose whether you 
want to meet Him on such conditions, only remember that those 
who do meet Him and say that the conditions to be fulfilled 
have a meaning, are neither fools nor lunatics but, often enough, 
men of the highest attainments and character. Lastly, your 
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argument is not rational that if He happens to be beyond reason 
He cannot possibly exist and must be a myth. In other words, 
the inference does not follow logically from the premiss.’ ” 


Dadaji joined us as we laughed at the discomfiture of the 
Communist. When the laughter died down he said in a serious 
tone: “But my uncle’s argument when scrutinised does not 
appear as childish as it sounds. The point happens to have been 
brought out more seriously and luminously by Deane Inge in 
one of his profound books entitled Mysticism and Religion. He 
says—let me read it out, as it is beautifully put—” and he found 
the book. “Here it is. Listen : 


‘We all make a world after our own likeness. Such as 
men themselves are, such will God appear to them tọ 
be. Thus, although mysticism is built upon a basis of 
rationalism, at every step we can only see what we 
deserve to see. The world that we know changes for 
us, just as a landscape changes as we climb a moun- 
tain. It seems to follow that we have no right to dis- 
pute what the mystics tell us that they have seen, un- 
less we have been there ourselves and not seen it. When 
we have studied the record of the discipline to which 
the contemplatives subject themselves, we are not 
likely to claim that we have stood where they have 
been.’ ” 


Dadaji closed the book and said somewhat ruefully: “I 
have read out this passage to you to show that faith in the 
mystic realities can be rationally advocated and therefore the 
findings of the great mystics cannot be rationally called irra- 
tional. Besides, I find it rather shameful that many an educated 
Indian does not feel ashamed to decry our best traditions 
mouthing cheap criticisms and discarded slogans of the West.” 
Then smiling, he added: ‘My father used to hold up to ridicule 
the ridiculous lust of the modern Anglicised Bengali for imitat- 
ing our then idols, the sahibs. One of his comic songs used to 
make as all laugh and laugh—a song in which he lampooned 
our clownish and pathetic attempts to ape the English ways in 
everything. I translated its opening lines thus : 


Back from England, alas, in vain 
We ape our idols, the Englishmen : 
Our Indian ways 
We damn—the praise 
Of our Anglo-Indian gods to gain...” 


We laughed once again. Then Dadaji resumed: “But this 
is no laughing matter—no comedy, but a tragedy, rather. For 
this modern trend of ours to out-Herod Herod in damning God 
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and religion must entail, as a karma, its inescapable consequences 
one of which is a gradual blurring of the vision of the soul. Or 
shall we say, rational atheism is so devastating because it induces 
gradually a spiritual vacuum which can lead ultimately to one 
thing : suffocation. The Christ was not wrong when he said : 
‘How shall we profit if we gain the whole world if in the process 
we lose our soul ? And the Gita was equally right when it said 
that one can truly thrive only on one’s own gospel, swadharma, 
and that an alien gospel is a dreadful imposition, bhayavahah. 
But then,” he added suddenly, “why quote the support of the 
Gita alone? Have not the best spirits of every age and clime 
said the same thing—namely that we must be true to ourselves, 
loyal to our own deepest aspirations? I love a poem of the 
great mystic poet George Russell : 


I sometimes think—a mighty Lover 
Takes every burning kiss we give. 

His lights are those which round us hover : 
For Him alone our lives we live.” 


Dadaji paused and then went on: “The poet is right in his 
faith and it is the one faith that can save. For we walk by 
faith and not by sight—to put it in the Biblical language again. 
And this faith, being true, can only be laughed at at one’s peril. 
We know what has happened to the Western nations whose 
rational science fissioned faith along with the atom. So it is all 
the more incumbent on us today to stay loyal to our own 
swadharma: and India’s swadharma, throughout the ages, has been 
to live for the spirit, guided by jnan (knowledge) and inspired by 
bhakti (love), above all, never to forget the great message and 
warning of our sages who made India the holy land she is, the 
message contained in the immemorial song of the Upanishad : 


‘Tameva viditwatimrityumeti 
nanyah pantha vidyate ayanaya:’ 


Not till thou knowest Him canst thou cross Death : 
There is no other short cut to Salvation.”* 


* Revised by Dilip Kumar Roy. 
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TO DADA, MY GURU ON HIS SIXTIETH BIRTHDAY 
Richard Miller 


I appeal to you : make now my love complete, 
Reveal your hidden self of mystic Truth, 

The alchemic flame of Krishna’s radiant glory. 
Enter my hushed expectant heart, O friend, 

And stay for ever as my cherished guest, 
Transforming my wistful heart into a temple. 

Your one touch, Guru, shall make this toneless clay 
A garden of laughing flowers in a moment. 

Repose your answering heart upon my heart 

That aches and aches for the Unattainable. 

Oh, how I passion to adore the sleepless Fire 6 
Calling to me! My life’s rules are all shattered 

And the world’s revealed to me as a hollow husk, 
Because I know: beyond this gloom facade 

Waits Krishna’s light of deathless bliss and love, 

"Tis this that calls to me in a far Flute's cry 

To be reborn as your own songs, my Master !, 





Of these your songs now one I offer in joy: 


Whatever I am, whatever I do, 
I have only you to turn to, friend ! 

May your gold dawn my dark night woo, 
Your radiant song to my discord wend ! 


Behold : your child owns nothing at all 

And love nor prayer nor strength commands. 
Tis by your Grace I rise or fall 

And my life is clay-dust in your hands. 


So scatter my ashes to the wind 

Or make my life your lyre of bliss, 
Then my din shall fulfilment find 

In your absolving harmonies. 


And then I heard, deep down in my heart your answer : 


Your ego has been slain, 
Rejoice, O child of bliss! 

He leans to heal your pain, 
You rise His feet to kiss. 








Your heart is changed to a lyre, a 
Resonant to His song : 

Your soul, purged of desire, 
To Him shall hence belong. 
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No more may you return 

To the vales of dark despond : 
In His Flame shall you burn, 

His bondsman without bond. 


All all you strive and do 

His love’s grace shall inspire : 
Your life from now will woo 

The Singer and His Fire! 


THOUGHTS ON DILIP 
> Swami Nikhilananda 


I send my heartiest felicitations to Sri Dilip Kumar Roy on 
his sixtieth birthday. That he may live the full span of life 
covering one hundred years allotted by the gods, with a firm 
body, keen senses and lucid mind is my sincere prayer. 

I have personally known Dilip Babu only for a short while 
in New York, though I have been one of his admirers for many 
years. Love of God and love of men permeate his entire being. 
He renounced the world, at the prime of life, for the realization 
of the Supreme Spirit. But he is no cross-grained and pain- 
hugging ascetic. He is a poet, like many inspired teachers of 
the Upanishads. He is a lover, so are the many God-intoxicated 
mystics. He is gentleman personified, like many devotees of 
God. 

Sri Dilip’s father was an ardent nationalist whose songs and 
dramas inspired many of us in our younger days. Love of India 
dominates Dilip Babu’s thoughts and actions. He will have a 
permanent place in the cultural history of modern India. 
Wherever he goes he raises India in the estimation of the world 
by his music, soul-enthralling conversation and genial per- 
sonality. He is truly one of India’s cultural ambassadors to the 
outside world. 

The malady of the world today is spiritual. The confusion 
and unrest in various fields—social, political, economic and moral 
are the outer symptoms of this deep-seated disease. Greed and 
lust for power are the striking features of the modern sensate 
culture. We are faced with an aggressive evil whose challenge 
can be met only by an aggressive soul. One can cultivate this 
aggressive soulness only through the realization of the true 
nature of God, man and universe. According to Hinduism, a 
harmony exists between them. In the revival of the religious 
spirit all religions must stand together and also learn from one 
another. 
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Through the Upanishads and other sacred scriptures India 
gave to the world the message of the non-duality of the Godhead, 
the oneness of existence, the divinity of the soul, and the 
harmony of religions. Truth, goodness and beauty form the very 
essence of God. He is non-dual, fearless and immortal. All that 
exists is Brahman. He who sees here multiplicity, goes from 
death to death. Fear arises from the perception of another. 
The other ceases to exist when one is enlightened. This oneness 
of existence is the spiritual foundation of ethics. Every soul is a 
portion of the Divine. God is present in every creature, whole 
and undivided. The greatest manifestation of God is in man. 
The deluded alone slight God when He sports through human 
forms. This divinity of the soul is the spiritual foundation of 
human rights, democracy and freedom. That all religions lead 
to the same spiritual goal has been India’s special message from 
the time of the Vedas to that of Ramakrishna. Religions are 
not competitive but cooperative. You can believe in your 
religion without having to feel that it is the sole repository of 
truth. You can love your religion without having to feel that 
it is the sole means of salvation for all. In the fight against the 
mounting tide of secularism and scepticism, let all religions hang 
together, or they will hang separately. A lofty height, an un- 
fathomable depth, and a far-reaching extent are the three 
dimensions of Hinduism, to which a fourth can be added in the 
shape of an all-embracing unity that includes spirit, mind, life 
and matter. 
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LETTERS 


Wardha 
17.6.36 


My dear Dilip, 


Mahadeva Desai gave me your letter and the correspondence 
only yesterday. I glanced through the very interesting cor- 
respondence between you and Raihana. I have perhaps a theory 
of niy own about Krishna. I need not discuss it here as it is of 
no consequence. I hope with you that we shall meet some day. 
Then we can usefully discuss the Krishna legends and many 
other things of common interest. And of course I should listen 
once more to your music. 


Love 
M. K. Gandhi 


20 September, 1927 


Dear friend, 


I have your letter which has been forwarded to me from 
the Ashram (Sabarmati). You have evidently imagined that I 
was living in a London hotel with all the facilities for com- 
munication and access to literature and plenty of leisure, so that 
I had only to read your letter and do the needful. I do not 
wonder at your making the mistake of so imagining from your 
place (in Austria) outside the Indian setting. As it was, your 
letter was received when I was convalescing at Bangalore. Here 
am I, travelling almost from day to day and I do not know how 
to give you satisfaction. From your letter I gather that even 
if I wrote anything now it would be too late. If you think that 
you would still want something from me I would send for the 
manuscript, try to read it and write something. Personally, I 
think that you need nothing from me. Much of the reputation 
that I enjoy in the West is really undeserved, and I often think 
that if I went to Europe or America, the people there would be 
soon undeceived about their many exaggerated notions of me. 
You would believe me when I tell you that I write this not from 
any sense of false self-depreciation but that is what I truly 


believe. 
M. K. Gandhi 





121 
87116 












GOLDEN BOOK 


Patna 
8.4.34 


My dear Dilip, 

I am surprised that you have not received my letter. I 
wrote to you almost immediately after hearing from you and it 
was a fairly long letter that I sent you. Your Anami I did 
glance through but the best use I thought I could make of it was 
to send it to Mahadeva who knows Bengali and who is himself 
a poet. Iam not. But that does not prevent me from reading 
whatever you write. What you told me about the activity there 
(Sri Aurobindo Ashram) interested me deeply and the informa- 
tion that H. has become a changed man in Pondichery. I hope 
you are keeping well and still singing. I often meet your pupils 
who sing to me and who always remind me of the beautiful 
bhajans you used to sing for me. 


Yours sincerely 
M. K. Gandhi 


Poona 
28.10.45 


My dear Dilip, 

Your letter is tempting. The recollection of your voice 
tempts me and so do several other things. But I must resist all 
temptation and keep on to the practical and narrow path as 
conceived by me. I would have written to you in Hindi as I do 
generally but I forbore for obvious reasons. I hope to leave 
Poona on the 19th November on my way to Bengal, stopping at 
Sevagram for a few days. 


Love 
Bapu 
Wardha 
21.2.34 
Dear Dilip, 


It was a great grief to me that though I was in Pondichery 
I was not able to see any of you. 

Ambalal Sarabhai gave me your letter of October only 
yesterday. It had gone with Bharati to Oxford. I wrote to you 
about your book when I received it. I hope you got that letter. 

Do write to me whenever you feel like writing. I am glad 
H. is there. Has he given up drink altogether? Tell him he 
Owes me a letter. I would like to hear from him. 

Yours sincerely 
M. K. Gandhi 
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16.7.34 


My dear Dilip, 


I have your letter and enclosures. The letter came into my 
hands only yesterday. It went first to Bombay and then, by 
oversight, remained with one of my helpers for some days. 


My difficulty is fundamental. I do not believe that my present 
activity is less conducive to self-realisation or merger in the 
Divine than abstention would be. Sannyas is not cessation of 
all physical activity. It means to me cessation of all activity 
mental or physical that is selfish. If I could be convinced that 
cessation would be the better way for me, I should adopt it 
at once. 


M. K. Gandhi 


Allahabad, 
Anand Bhavan 
December 3, 1945 


Sri Dilip Kumar Roy 
Shri Aurobindo Ashram 
Pondichery 


Dear friend, 


I received your letter several months ago and I have carried 
it about with me hoping to answer it. My life has been one of 
desperate hurry and constant moving about. So you will forgive 
me for this long belated answer. 


It was a pleasure to hear from you. When in Ahmednagar 
I received a book you sent me. It was good of you to think of 
me then. 


When, if ever, I shall achieve any real peace, I do not know. 
My way is to seek it through action. Sometimes, though rarely, 
one has glimpses of it. 


With good wishes, 


Yours sincerely 
Jawaharlal Nehru 
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Khali, 
Almora Hills 
May 31, 1946 


My dear Dilip Kumar, 


Thank you for sending me ‘Fall of Mevar’. I had little 
time in recent months to read books. I have now come here, a 
remote place in the Kumaon Hills, for just five days’ quiet and 
rest. I brought a few books with me and among them was 
‘Mewar Patan’. This morning I read it under the pine trees and 
I liked it very much. It is powerful and moving. I wish I 
could read it in the original. 


Soon I shall have to leave the cool mountains and return 
to the hot and dusty city of Delhi with all its burdens. Ad 


All good wishes, 


Yours 
Jawaharlal Nehru 


Almora, 
September 10, 1939 


My dear Dilip, 


It was a joy to hear from you again and to know that you 
are well in all ways.... 


I am not surprised that you have come to feel aloof from 
those who were once your closest relations. While we live on 
the plane of the body, identifying ourselves almost entirely with 
it, we feel related to those beings to whom the body is related. 
Those are the relationships that we most feel to be ours. But 
when we come to detach ourselves a little from that body, to feel 
ourselves as the living soul within, we equally naturally come to 
feel ourselves in a network of quite different relationships— 
those of the soul itself. As the old Hermetic writers used to put 
it, we are reborn into a new race, the deathless race of the soul, 
so that mere bodily and vital ties recede until they are scarcely 
more real to us than those which we contracted in a previous life. 
The light in a lantern may seem to be related to the lantern in 
which it burns and so to the tin-smith who made it, but its real 
and intrinsic kinship is with the whole hierarchy of lights headed 
by the sun and stars. 

Yes, you are right: we must not expect anything from the 
world, for what we term “the world” is but the rind and shell 
of what has been: it is the soul alone that is. Bergson has a fine 
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analogy when he compares life to a rocket whose soaring energy 
falls back as ash. I am not altogether a Bergsonian, but that 
figure of his seems to hit off excellently the nature of the so- 
called world of matter which surrounds us and of which our 
bodies are a part. 


I am so glad to learn that you no longer blame the Yogis 
for travelling away from life. There is a lot of silly talk about 
escapism now-a-days, all of which is based on ignorance. I do 
not deny that there are some so-called sadhus who have wished 
merely to escape from life but such are no real Yogis. To 
practise Yoga is to grasp the heart and soul of life and to grasp 
it as no others do who rake about in its dead ash. Moreover, 
for one who tries to escape life by becoming a sadhu, a thousand 
try, to escape by plunging into ash-pits of overwork (to say 
nothing of overpleasure!) or of routine. There are even many 
who go to war for precisely the same purpose : to escape from all 
that they know to be truest in themselves, but which is hard to 
live up to, in order to live easily and comfortably in the warm 
tropical climate of their passions. You may think it strange 
when I talk of ease and comfort in war but it is not physical but 
psychic ease of which I was talking and to be able to feel that— 
the more you hate, slander and kill “the enemy”, the more 
praiseworthy you become and you feel that to surrender the 
duty of steering your own ship into the hands of your superior 
officers is also praiseworthy—all these things are a psychic “ease” 
as more than one man confessed to me in the last war. Of 
course there are others to whom war is by no means “ease” of 
any sort and who do not at all escape into it, but certainly an 
institution like the Nazi party (or any such) is far more 
“escapist” than all the ash-covered sadhus in India. The Nazi 
very definitely “escapes” from his human duties into the 
pleasures of being legitimately able to hate, to torture, to 
despise, to boast, to spy, to trample. It is in return for these 
psychic pleasures that he cheerfully puts up with physical 
privations and hardships. (I am using the word psychic not in 
the special sense in which Sri Aurobindo employs it but in the 
general sense belonging to the psychic and particularly to the 
desire nature.) 


I agree, the world just now is certainly a poor show but the 
real escapists are those who relax their grip on what they know 
to be the truer—the light which shines above and can be brought 
down here to go and wallow contentedly in the hog-wash of the 
world—what I have called the ash-pits. 


Once I saw a beautiful sight when sailing down the Ganges 
from Calcutta. You know the ugly brown sludgy water of the 
river there, defiled by the refuse of a thousand mills. N othing 
could have been more drab and unattractive. Then the sun 
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began to set and as if by magic the water turned a most wonder- 
ful colour, purple and green and gold. Yet nothing had changed 
except the light that fell on it. So it is, I feel, with the world. 
Nothing could be more drab and ugly than the world as seen 
in the light of “ordinary” consciousness and yet if we can 
illuminate it from a different angle, can bring to bear on it the 
light of the spirit, the whole prospect changes and reveals a 
glorious beauty where before was nothing but hateful and sordid 
ugliness. 


I am enclosing a copy of the small pamphlet I mentioned. 
But remember that it only deals with certain preliminary steps 
and attitudes (as suggested by the title) and that the all- 
important side is only implicit. What we term the emotional 
side is indeed the life-blood of the whole yoga, but, like bleod, 
it needs a firm outer skin if it is not to lose itself by flowing all 
over the place. 


No I haven't left this place—not even to go as far as Almora 
—since I saw you last in Allahabad. As for changing my sadhana 
it is as you say a “strange phrase”! My sadhana changes me, I 
don’t change my sadhana, The latter is like a river that flows on 
one (and unchanged) to the sea. It can never change though it 
leaves behind it on its banks many villages with their local 
temples. The I who writes this at the moment is not the I who 
wrote five years ago, or, if you prefer, the village from which 
I write is not the village from which I wrote then. Both these 
expressions mean just the same, you might call one the Buddhist 
and the other the Vedantic ways of stating the same thing. 


I disagree with you that “Buddhism at its best is 
Jnanmarga”. Buddhism at its high average is Jnanmarga and 
Vaishnavism at its high average is Premmarga, but both of them 
at their best are something beyond these onesided margas. Shall 
I suggest what I mean by saying that he who knows and does 
not love does not know, while he who loves and does not know 
does not love. 


But love is too sacred a thing to be talked about. Let us keep 
it for the heart where it belongs and reserve our lips, the symbol 
of the Logos, for knowledge. The eyes alone express both. In 
the end, the calm, straight-gazing compassionate eyes of Buddha 
are as full of love as the ever-changing sidelong glances of 
Krishna are of knowledge. But damn this word knowledge 
anyway : no more than love is it to be found in sentences and 
books. 


Become a Buddhist ? If that means to turn one’s back on 
all Krishna stands for, certainly not. 
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Remain a Vaishnava? If that means to ignore all that 
Buddha stands for, again, certainly not. 


Leave these ridiculous labels alone, Dilip: they belong to 
quite different worlds from those in which both you and I are 
trying to live. They belong to the world of appearances, not to 
that of reality, and their use can only breed confusion in the 
minds of those who seek to grasp the real. 


Well, it is time to stop now. Ma sends you her love and 
ashirvada. 


Love always from your Krishnaprem 


P.S. As for what you say about Grace, I don't dispute it at all 
except that, for me, the word has an association that I do not 
like. Your phrase ‘you cannot by tapasya obtain this grace’ seems 
to me to confuse the point in a subtle manner. In a sense it is 
true. Tapasya is the sadhana of the male side of our androgynous 
psyches. But, however, male we may be, we all have a hidden 
feminine side corrosponding to the physiological femininity that 
is latent in the malest of male bodies. That feminine side does 
not work by the male method tapasya but by something which is 
much more like receptiveness though the word is too negative 
and the thing is not really negative at all except by male 
standards. The point is that the actual process that we call 
(and only call) ‘receptiveness’ is one of the fundamental move- 
ments of the psyche which, as I have said is androgynous. 
Compare Newman’s ‘the soul is a woman’ and the Vaishnavas’ 
self-identification with the gopis. The flow of what you term 
grace is, in my view, conditioned by the ‘receptiveness’ just as an 
access of ‘power’ is conditioned by tapasya. The two are comple- 
mentary and either is incomplete if clung to alone and with denial 
of the other. The soul is the complete sphere and not the 
severed halves of which you can read in Plato’s Symposium. To 
speak in symbol, the soul is a married couple. If either member 
of the pair is inferior and undeveloped the other develops 
characteristic facets and exaggerations as a compensation. The 
same is true of those who strive to cling onesidedly either to the 
male-strength-tapasya-power attitude or the female-receptiveness- 
grace attitude. In the Sacred Inner Marriage taught by the 
mystic schools throughout the ages there must be no subordina- 
tion of male to female or of female to male: both must work 
in harmony within the one heart. 


Love always from your affectionately 
Krishnaprem 
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January 17, 1942 
My dear Dilip, 


I was very glad to get your letter and poems. I do, I think, 
understand the special difficulties under which you work and if 
I have never alluded to them it was rather for fear of seeming 
to criticise in any way than because I did not realise their exist- 
ence. However, as you ask me to write as frankly as possible, 
I will do so. 


To my thinking, it is quite out of the question for you to 
“give up” wanting Krishna and using His Name. There can 
be no question of disloyalty to your Guru in so doing and I am 
glad that Sri Aurobindo’s letter has set your mind at rest on 
that point. The traditional names and acts of those great figures 
of the past are, every one of them, windows through which'the 
Real is easily evolved.... 


There is only one complete Yoga: all so-called different 
Yogas are partial aspects of it which represent only the partial 
aspirations of certain people. He who would go the whole of the 
Way must find the whole Yoga, whether he starts from the 
Upanishads, Patanjali’s ashtanga Yoga, Vaishnavism or from 
anywhere else. “Krishnat param kimapi tattwam aham na jane” 
—the words are not mine but those of the great Vedantist 
Madhusudan Saraswati. But Krishna can be seen in many ways 
and under many partial aspects. It is certain, however, that He 
will never fail anyone nor leave him, saying : “Thus far with me 
but no farther.” Presentations of Yoga may vary; inadequate 
ones may have to be criticised; new words may have to be found 
to replace those that have become stereotyped in time: but Yoga 
is one and eternal. When man first appeared on this earth it 
was down the Ladder of Yoga that he came. When the last 
man leaves this earth it will be up that same Ladder that he will 
climb. The Ladder is one. There is no other. Ways and means 
may and do differ from man to man each of whom has his special 
difficulties, but the Ladder itself is one. There has never been 
another one; there never will be another one. I speak, however 
inadequately, of what I know to be the truth. Take it or leave it. 


I sympathise with you for your feeling of the lack of 
personal contact with your Guru and can well understand how 
hard it must make things. That is a matter, though, which is 
not in your power to alter. I, personally, should find it very 
difficult, but—as the Gita says—“Over that which is inevitable 
thou shouldst not grieve.” If you can’t have it at present then 
you can’t, and there is nothing to be done but to set your teeth 


and get on with it. 
*I do not know what Truth there can be beyond Krishna, 
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When I read out your letter to Ma, she said: “Tell him to 
look for Krishna within and not without and that he will see 
Him when he cares for nothing else but Him.” 


Speaking for myself, I know there was a time when it used 
to irritate me if people talked too much of “within”. I felt T 
wanted to see Him without, but I have since understood that one 
must first see Him within and then He is seen everywhere. For 
the rest, it is quite true that one’s heart must be full of the 
desire for Him. It is hardly my place to say it, but as you have 
asked me to, I would say that you still perhaps care for too many 
things besides Him. For instance, music and poetry in them- 
selves and the admiration they bring you. As expression of your 
feelings for Him they are admirable. They can even be 
admirable things in themselves for some people but not for you. 
You have made progress in music and poetry and all your 
friends are delighted. But what will it profit you if, in the 
process, your egoism should have increased ? I am not speaking 
de haut en bas (as a superior to an inferior) as they say, for 
I speak of my own difficulties. Except in relation to your Goal 
all these things—music, poetry, philosophy etcetera—are empty, 
empty, thrice empty. Read the passage in Tennyson’s Holy 
Grail where Percival describes the Waste Land where everything 
turned to dust and the Bridge that led far out into the Sea. 
We should not, like Percival, potter about dismayed by the Waste 
Land nor even spend our time wringing poetry out of its 
evanescence, but, like Galahad leap for the Bridge. Don’t tell 
me that in your Yoga this world is not the Waste Land but the 
garment of the Divine. When the Grail was reached and the 
wound of its Keeper healed, then and only then did the waters 
flow once more over the Waste Land fertilising as they flowed. 


“All is not phantom,” you say in your poem. I tell you all 
is phantom unless He be seen who is the only Real. See Him 
and all is His garment: see Him not and all is the merest 
phantom. What is Maya?—you ask. To see anything what- 
soever apart from Him: that is the Illusion—the source of 
sorrow. There are no “emanations,” no “creations”—no things 
at all apart from Him. All those are so many words which des- 
cribe deluded ways of seeing. See them and you do not see Him. 
See Him and you see that all is Him—nothing has vanished, 
nothing is lost, nothing is rejected : seeing Him you see that all 
is Him and He is all. What we call the beauty of the sky, the 
great spaces of air, the life-giving flow of water, the bright 
power of fire—all these are Him. See them as separate and you 
find yourself in the arid desert of scientific nonsense. See Him 
and they are seen to be the ever-living Gods who form His limbs, 
eternal as He is eternal. 
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You say you find it hard to go on. That is a good sign. 
This path is the hardest path in the world and as long as we 
find it easy we may be sure we are not getting very far but just 
free-wheeling easily along a level road. Oh yes, we may be 
happy and peaceful for a time, but that happiness or peace is 
illusory: anything can disturb it and we achieve nothing. His 
peace is something quite different, something that has its being 
in the very heart of tremendous winds, winds which would 
shatter us to atoms. It is only when the strain begins to tell on 
us, when the breath comes short, that we can know that we are 
really climbing. Till then all that we have done at most is to 
go over rapidly the ground we covered in a previous life. This 
life begins when the strain comes on—scarcely before. There 
is no attainment of Him until the eggshell of self is broken. Why 
then should we complain when the breaking-strain begins ‘to 
come on? With pain we are born both physically and spiritually, 
but it is the inner life that we seek and not the self-enwrapped 
bliss of uterine existence. 


Fill yourself with Krishna, occupy your thoughts with Him 
and let all your actions be for Him. Surely you will find Him. 
Do not think that this will be disloyal to anyone, for this is the 
“surrender” of which you write and he who teaches you will 
teach you this. 


Why worry over what your fellows around you say or do? 
Each of us has his own eggshell cracked. Some are cracked one 
way, some another, but all are broken in the end. As for the 
“personal independence” of which you write—that is a dream. 
You can never have it and even if you did, it would be a hell, for 
it means separateness. 


As for those who say that seeking Krishna has no part in 
their Yoga—that is the ignorant talk of those who do not know 
who Krishna is and vainly plume themselves on their own vain 
ignorance of “all that old stuff”. Paris fashions in Yoga ! 


See Krishna, think of Krishna, act for Krishna and if you 
believe me, you will find Krishna with the utmost certainty 
though the world should crack and open up beneath your feet. 
This is the Truth. All else but Him is nothing, absolutely 
nothing. 


Love and blessings from Ma. Moti also sends love and 
pranams. 


Love always from yours affectionately, 


Krishnaprem 
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Llano 
California 
July 8th, 1942 


Dear Mr. Roy, 


Many thanks for the volumes of Sri Aurobindo’s book, 
which I look forward to reading. I have been busy of late with 
Western mysticism, original documents and scholarly histories 
and criticisms. I don’t know what sort of French libraries there 
may be in Pondichery; but if there is anything at all adequate, 
you ought to be able to find some of the good French books on 
the subject—H. Bremond’s Histoire Litterarie du Sentiment 
Religeux en Franc, Poulain’s Graces de la Priere Interieure, 
Seudreau’s Vie de L’union avec Dieu, Pourrat’s Spiritualite 
Chretienne. Should he not already know them, I feel sure that 
Sri Aurobindo will find much of the greatest interest in these 
volumes, as also in that incomparable guide to the spiritual life, 
Augustine Baker’s ‘Holy Wisdom’—a seventeenth-century text- 
book of the art of spirituality—and in the anonymous fourteenth- 
century ‘Cloud of Unknowing’. 


I am asking my publishers to send you a copy of my book, 
‘Grey Eminence’, a study of the strange man who was Richelieu’s 
collaborator and minister for foreign affairs—a mystic who 
turned power politician and did his utmost to prolong the Thirty 
Years War. One of the strangest figures in history, and a man 
who raises in the most acute form the problems of the relation 
between inward religion and politics. 


Talking of politics, I saw Mr. Moore some months ago, when 
he was passing through California, and had an interesting talk 
with him about the current situation—which, of course, has 
become much more difficult since then. It is impossible, at this 
distance, to form’ any idea of the labyrinthine inwardness of 
Indian politics, and I find it hard to make any judgment on the 
Cripps situation, all the more so as I come to doubt more and 
more the possibility of even sensible and well-intentioned political 
moves achieving what they are expected to achieve in a world, 
in which the current philosophy is obviously wrong, the religious 
practices of the majority non-existent or misguided, and the 
minority of theocentric mystics, without whom the world at 
large is plunged in total spiritual blindness, dangerously small. 
Hence, my chief concern is not with politics, but with the 
intellectual and spiritual conditions upon which alone successful 
political activity depends. In so far as I am a politician, I am a 
conservative—in this sense that I believe that, if one wants to 
preserve the good points of the existing situation and to improve 
it in line with a rational idealism, one must, in order to achieve 
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these ends, employ means which will not render their accomplish- 
ment impossible. This means compromise, gradualism, 
avoidance of violence, and the ruling out of such manifestly self- 
stultifying methods as revolution and war. The trouble with 
contemporary politics is that there are now no conservatives 
left in the world. There are only extreme radicals of the right 
and left, and of the various nationalisms—all refusing to com- 
promise, and all prepared to go to any lengths to achieve their 
ends, (which of course can never be achieved, since the means 
they use release such forces of destruction that the result can 
only be anarchy leading to tyranny.) Radicalism of whatever 
kind is the absolute guarantee of its own unsuccess. In view of 
all this, I wish that Cripps’s offers might have been accepted; 
for they were based on the sort of conservative compromise 
which has characterized English politics at its best, and whith 
alone offers any prospect of success and of the continuance of 
constructive activity. To refuse compromise, to attempt to go 
to the limit, is always dangerous and generally disastrous. 
“Agree with thine adversary while thou art in the way with him,” 
is the eminently sound advice of the Gospels; and the same 
sense of the appalling dangers inherent in going too far were 
always present to the Greek mind, which saw Hubris, or 
insolence, excess, under the continual menace of avenging fate. 


Gerald Heard lives at 1 Rockledge Road, Laguna Beach, 
California. He is, of course, intensely concerned with the 
spiritual life and is well versed in the literature of Western 
mysticism and, to a lesser degree, in that of the East. Southern 
California is the home of psychics, occultists, bad renegade 
Hindu yogins, and unutterably silly and fraudulent cultists of all 
kinds. But there are also a few genuinely knowledgeable and 
spiritual people—Hindus of the Vedanta Mission and some 
Americans and Europeans who know something about genuine 
mysticism and try to practise it. 


It may be that, when the main part of the war is over (for 
it looks as though subsidiary wars might go on for years after 
the principal armistice, as they did after November 1919), there 
will be a reaction towards the only kind of philosophy and 
religion which has any prospect of helping men to stop them- 
selves behaving like criminal lunatics. If that happens, I think 
there may be a chance of getting your book published here. 


Please give my respects to Sri Aurobindo and believe me, 
with all good wishes for yourself and all your friends in this 
difficult and dangerous time. 


Yours very sincerely, 
Aldous Huxley 
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Dear Mr. Roy, 


Your letter has reached me here after much delay... . ০৬ 
let me reply to your questions. I have been interested in 
mysticism ever since I was an undergraduate. For some time 
this interest was predominantly negative: that is to say, I read 
a good deal of Western and Eastern mystical writings, always 
with interest, but always with a wish to ‘debunk’ them. Later, 
the interest became positive. I have never had a guru, though 
of course I have been helped by several people, Hindu and 
European. The mystical writings I find most profitable are 
those of Eckhart and his fourteenth century successors, and of 
the French school of the seventeenth century. I have also found 
a great deal in Buddhist literature. When and if the world is 
ever at peace again, I should like to return to India and see it 
with other eyes than those with which I saw it when I was 
there last, fifteen years ago. 


Sri Aurobindo’s remarks on Lawrence interested me very 
much, That mysticism of Life, of which, like Whitman, like 
Blake and so many others, Lawrence was an exponent of genius, 
seems to me now the most subtle and beautiful of all forms of 
idolatry. It is easy enough to see the idolatrous nature of such 
monstrous aberrations as nation-worship, leader-worship, social- 
ism-worship. Not so with life-worship. It seems good, beauti- 
ful, divinely inspired ; and yet it is just as much an idolatry as 
the others and perhaps, in the long run, nearly as pernicious— 
though it may that the passage from the worship of life to that 
of spirit may be easier than the passage from, say, nation- 
worship to spirit. I don’t know. 


Aldous Huxley 


24 Lansdowne Rd. 
W. 11. 
Dec. 17, 1941 


My dear Mr. Dilip Roy 


A You will be glad to hear that after a very careful study of 
Sri Aurobindo’s “The Life Divine”, I have today written to the 
Royal Swedish Academy, recommending him for the Nobel Prize. 


3 It so happens that I am a Fellow of the Royal Society of 
Literature, so that my recommendation is accepted, though that 
does not of course mean that the Nobel Prize will be given to 
him. Other recommendations will have to be considered. 
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I am indeed grateful to you for having sent me the book. 
I really do quite genuinely consider it the greatest book which 
has been produced in my life-time and I have learned some very 
valuable things from it, which I would much like to have known 
of before—all the arguments for rebirth for instance. I am so 
very happy in the present life, I have never troubled much to 
think of any other. Then all he said about the different planes 
of existence has greatly interested me. 


In my two books “Life in the Stars” and “The Living 
Universe” I have written much on life on other planets, of other 
stars and on some of the inhabitants being on a higher level of 
being than we are. But I had not then realised all that I have 
now learned from The Life Divine. 


I well remember hearing you sing in Calcutta in 1937 and 
often wished I could meet you again. It was a great delight 
therefore to hear from you. This war has been a terrible catas- 
trophe and we here in London suffered badly. I have been all 
through it and helped in Air Raid Precautions. But bad as it is, 
the calamity has had one good effect, it has turned men’s minds 
to God. Men realise now the value of religion as they never 
did before. And the Life Divine could not have appeared at a 
more opportune moment. Some time must elapse before its 
importance can be appreciated. Then slowly and steadily it 
will make its influence felt. 


With very many thanks and with every good wish for the 
new year. 


Believe me, 


Yours very sincerely 
Francis Younghusband 


The Penitentiary 
Madras 
10.9.32 


My Dear Dilip, 


Your affectionate letter of the 15th August reached me on - 


the 29th ultimo. All my letters are new sent to Calcutta for 
censoring, and this was partly responsible for the delay.... 


In what you have done for me, you have acted like a true 
friend and you could not have done more. I do not know if I 
am sufficiently “open” to receive Yogic force—probably I am 
not. Nevertheless, I think that even those who rule out the 
existence of a supramental order have to admit the existence 
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and efficacy of what is popularly styled as “will-power”. And 
this force—call it by what name you will—is bound to act, even 
if the receiver is not “open” or adequately and consciously 
receptive. I am grateful to Sri Aurobindo. 


Yes, Madras is so near to Pondicherry but the walls 
intervene and that makes all the difference in the world. It 
does not look as if I shall be here long. The papers say that I 
shall be transferred to Bhowali sanatorium. 

It is not necessary to bother you with details about my 
“physical” health—after all you are not a medical doctor. I 
don’t think I have suffered from mental ill-health as I have been 
suffering from physical—and my usual spirits are therefore 
unaffected. I have been studying a little and thinking more ; at 
times’ I feel as if I am groping in the dark. But I cannot go 
wrong as long as I am sincere and earnest—even if my progress 
towards the truth be more zig-zag than straight. After all, life’s 
march is not as straight as a straight line. 

Have not each of us a sphere of work allotted to us (taking 
work in the broadest sense ?) And is not this sphere conditioned 
by our past “Karma”, our present desires etc. and our environ- 
ment ? Nevertheless how difficult it is to understand or realise 
our proper sphere of work ! This sphere of work is the external 
aspect of our nature or “dharma”. It is so easy to say “live in 
accordance with your swadharma”—but so difficult to know 
what one’s dharma is. It is there that the help of a guru 
becomes so necessary and even indispensable. 

I know that you will continue to feel for me and I also know 
that in the long run this cannot prove unavailing. This is a great 
solace to me, no matter where I may happen to be confined. I 
have appreciated (I cannot find the proper word!)—Sri Auro- 
bindo’s action. I shall not say more lest my language become 
conventional. 


With best love, 
Ever affly. yours 
Subhas 


Adyar, Madras. 
1955 


Dear Dilip, 

What a brave and history-making thing you have done in 
giving such a frank declaration of communication between the 
inner consciousness of a disembodied (Mira) and an embodied 
(Indira) poet! Thank you for sending me Shrutanjali which I 
was overjoyed to read. As far as I know, your sponsoring of 
this psychical transmission is the first demonstration of it (an 
influx ascribed to others out of incarnation) right down to the 
actual terminology of verse in a particular language..,. I envy 
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you the awakening enthusiasm that comes with discovery. This 
of course is a constituent of all creative expression. In the arts 
“the evening and the morning” are always the first day. But 
these are special times of discovery and first-day enthusiasms. 
The elevation and richness of your drama (Beggar Princess) are 
amazing. Your Invocation to Mira is unique in English literature. 
Yet I feel that you will have to voice an explanation in plain 
prose in order to be of service to the small but growing number 
of people who are ready for “revelation”. 


Yours very sincerely 
James Cousins 
(Irish Poet and Art Critic) 


Camp : Delisle, Ootacaraund, 
June 9, 1955 


My Dear Friend, 

I have read with delight and profit the verses entitled 
“Sridam” wherein I was specially attracted by the description 
of Sridam’s domestic life prior to his visit to Dwarka and the 
description by Sri Krishna of his student days. The account of 
the students losing their way and invoking the name of the 
Guru and his appearance in the midst of their despair is a very 
poignant lyrical effort. I have greatly admired the verse com- 
mencing with the passage : : 

He wiped his unshed tears and then resumed, 

O, radiant Queen, you know what fools we are. 

We glimpse the star but then hark back to phantoms ; 

We feel His Love but turn to lesser loves. 

Still He forgives and comes from age to age 

In different masks and knocks and knocks at our doors. 


The outpouring’ of Sridam when he takes leave of Sri 
Krishna and approaches his house is a marvellous effort : 


For luxury being the snare of snares, 
Perhaps, if I grew rich, my soul’s 

Deep aspiration might be quenched 
And I would miss the goal of goals. 


You have beautifully uttered a profound truth in the three 
stanzas which close the poem. It is true that “it is because He 
calis to us, we dare call Him insistently.” 

You have given me some hours of pure and appreciative joy 
and I thank you for the gift. y 


With kindest regards and my best wishes, 
I am, 
Yours sincerely 
C. P. Ramaswami Aiyer. 
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31, Southern Avenue 
Calcutta 29 
11.57 


My Dear Dilip, 


I have been long trying to write to you about my impressions 
of your remarkable and outstanding drama The Beggar Princess 
which you so affectionately presented to me. I think I need not 
explain to you whom God has favoured with such a large 
measure of spiritual intuition and insight, as to why the Divine 
Will did not concur so long in the fruition of my desire to write 
in appreciation of your great work. Today, on the opening day 
of the New Year, the slumbering will has at last found an 
impetus to express itself. 


Before I write about the drama itself, I feel called upon to 
express my admiration for your command over the English 
language in its creative forms and impulses in diverse ways. 
Your mastery is all the more striking as you have sought to 
express not the ordinary ideas of the materialistic world, but 
subtle spiritual feelings and perceptions with their fine delicate 
nuances of suggestiveness. Your style is equally at home in 
wide-ranging philosophical discourse, in haunting lyrics and in 
nervous prose in its delineation of dramatic conflicts and climaxes 
of emotion. You have certainly attained a rare mastery of 
English, subtly attuned to the rhythm of the spiritual realisation 
of an Indian mind, putting the English language to a new use, 
transcending its sphere and range of application. 


Please accept my warmest felicitations and blessings on 
your admirable work, admirable not merely in its literary and 
dramatic qualities, but more so in its unbroken link with the 
great tradition of our ancient literature and culture. The 
influence of the West should enable us all the better to rediscover 
and reinterpret the perennial springs of our past heritage both 
for our own sake and that of the world at large. The world 
today is fast changing in a crazy, restless turmoil and all its 
anchorage of fundamental values is slipping away in this swift- 
moving current of change. We must see and paint the world as 
it is, but we must encompass this shifting scene with the eternal 
verities of life and realise the change as but a new manifestation 
and evolution of this central truth. An Indian poem or an Indian 
novel must be true to the inner soul of India amidst all changes 
of the outer scene. Your work is a notable contribution to this 
recovery of the soul of India and I pray to God that you may 
live long to carry forward your mission to its destined Goal. 


Yours affectionately 
Srikumar Banerjee 
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Vice-President’s Lodge 
2, King Edward Road 
New Delhi. 


My Dear Dilip Roy, 


Thank you for your letter. 


I am glad to know that the Golden Book will be presented 
to you this year. From the time I have known you at the 


Indian Philosophical Congress presided over by Rabindranath . 


Tagore in the year 1925, I have had great affection and admira- 
tion for you. The test of human life is its capacity to radiate 
joy and sunshine among those who meet us. Your powerful 
and musical voice has delighted thousands who heard you. 

As for the meaning of religion, I have understood it as a 
deepening of one’s inward awareness and extending the objects 
of one’s love. The birth of God whatever name we may give 
Him or His manifestation is from within outwards. When the 
Bhagavata tells us that Krishna is born of Devaki, or devarupini, 
it makes out that He is born of the divine in us. When the 
asurik obstacles are removed the inner splendour shines out. 
The attainment of religion consists in removing the hindrances 
and letting the divine in us shine forth. 


I wish you many happy years of useful life. 


Yours sincerely 
S. Radhakrishnan. 


Big Sur, Calif. 
Feb. 11th. 


* * * “Like a diamond Dilip Kumar Roy is complete within 
himself and yet many faceted. Dilip the novelist, the poet, the 
composer, the singer, the ambassador, the Seeker of Truth and 
Dilip the friend. 


Several years ago I had the honour of having Dilip Kumar 
Roy and Indira Devi, visit me here at my home in California. 
During their stay they gave so much of themselves to me and 
to my neighbours, that we shall never forget them. When I 
think of Dilip, I see his smile, that wonderful smile full of 
sweetness and compassion—a reflection I am sure of Srikrishna’s 
smile. I also think of his quiet dignity, his warmth, his delightful 
humor, his sincerity and goodness, his lack of destructive 
criticism and his ability to inspire trust and faith. True friends 
are rare indeed, so with humility and gratefulness I thank my 
Friend Dilip on his sixtieth birthday for being what he is. 


Sincerely yours 
Maud Oakes. 
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দিলীপকুমার 


এক এক দেশের এক এক যুগের কয়েকটি বিশেষ লক্ষণ থাকে । সে 
যুগের ও দেশের সবাই অনল্পবিস্তর সে লক্গণাক্রান্ত হলেও সে লক্ষণগুলি 
সার্থক ভাবে প্রকাশ পায় বিরল এক আধটি আশ্চর্য মানুষের মধ্যে । 

ধার মধ্যে যুগলক্ষণ এ ভাবে প্রকাশিত হয় তিনিই নিজের দেশ ও 
যুগের সত্যকার প্রতিনিধি | 

গত মহাযুদ্ধে বিংশ শতাব্দীর যে যুগ শেষ হয়েছে, বাংলা তথা 
ভারতবর্ষের সে যুগের সবচেয়ে যোগ্য প্রতিনিধি যদি কাউকে নির্বাচিত 
করতে হয় ত দিলীপকুমারের কাছে তুলনায় কেউ দাড়াতে পারেন বলে 
আমার ত মনে হয় Al | 

বাংল! ও ভারতবর্ষে এ যুগে নানা দিকে অনেক অসামান্য প্রতিভার 
বিকাশ আমরা দেখেছি। fee প্রতিনিধিত্বের দাবী ত শুধু প্রতিভার 
ওপরই প্রতিষ্ঠিত থাকে না। তার জন্যে সে যুগের সমস্ত বিশিষ্ট প্রেরণা, 
প্রতিজ্ঞা ও প্রয়াসের এমন একটি সমন্বয় ও ANAD দরকার যা একান্ত 
দুর্লভ | 

এ যুগের সাধ ও সাধনার, বহুমুখী WA বেগ ও জাগ্রত গভীর দৃষ্টির 
ব্যাপকতার এই দুর্লভ মিলন দিলীপকুমারের মধ্যে আশ্চর্যভাবে ঘটেছে | 

ভারতবর্ষের বিংশ শতাব্দীর প্রথমার্ধের সার্থক যৌবন তাই তার মাঝে 
যেন মূর্ত। 

এ দেশের Gt অতীতে সে যৌবনের সুদৃঢ় মূল নিবদ্ধ, বিশ্বের 
অবাধ বর্তমানের আকাশে আলোক-পিপাঁসী তার শাখাপল্লব প্রসারিত। 

এ যৌবন নিজের প্রাচীন এঁতিহাকে অস্বীকার করে না, কিন্তু তাই 
বলে বর্তমানের প্রতিও বিমুখ Az | 

দিলীপকুমারের জীবনব্রত যারা অনুসরণ করে আসছেন তীরা 
ভালো করেই জানেন পাশ্চাত্য মনীষার সঙ্গে যেভাবে তিনি আমাদের প্রথম 
পরিচয় করিয়েছিলেন তার মধ্যেই তার উজ্জল বৈশিষ্ট্য সম্পূর্ণভাবে 
পরিস্ফুট হয়েছিল | 
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যে দৃষ্টিতে তিনি পশ্চিমকে দেখেছিলেন তা ভারতের নব-যৌবনের 
ৃষ্টি। সে দৃষ্টি স্রদ্ধ ও গ্রহণশীল কিন্তু তার মধ্যে নিজেদের অতীত গৌরবের 
Say বা সাম্প্রতিক পরাধীনতা-জনিত দীন্তা কোথাও ছিল না । তা স্বচ্ছ 
গভীর ও সহজ। 

দিলীপকুমারের সে স্বচ্ছ সহজ দৃষ্টি এ যুগের অনেককিছুর ওপরই 
পড়েছে। শুধু দ্রষ্টা তিনি নন, অষ্টাও। তার বহুমুখী ব্যক্তিত্ব নানা ধারায় 
প্রবাহিত। সেই বহুমুখী প্রবাহের মূলে যে অনলস জীবন-ধেয়ানী মনের 
সন্ধান আমরা পাই, সঙ্গীতের মাধুর্ব-লোক থেকে অধ্যাত্মজগতের রহস্ত- 
গভীরতা পর্যন্ত যেখানেই ত! বিচরণ করুক না কেন, তার অনন্যসাধারণ 
দীপ্তি সর্বত্রই এই অস্থির উদ্ভ্রান্ত যুগের পথনির্দেশের বতিকারূপে 
বিরাজমান | 

ভারতের তাপস-_যৌবনের প্রতীক দিলীপকুমার তাই চিরদিন 
আমাদের বন্দনীয়। 


Oa মিত্র 
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জন্মদিনে প্রার্থনা 
(কীর্তন ) 
২২ জানুয়ারী, ১৯৫৭ 
তোমারে কী বলো বলিব শ্যামল? 
বলিবার কথা কী আর আছে? 
একই কথা শুধু বলি তাই বধু £ 
SX মন প্রাণ তোমারে যাচে। 





তন্তু গায় £ «প্রতি কণিকা আমার 
তোমারি পুজার হোক দীপাধার, 
যেথায় জালায়ে সে জন্মশিখার 
দীপালি গাহিবে £ “আছে সে আছে, 
নয় নয় দূরে আকাশের পারে-_প্রতি অণু বুকে রাজে সে রাজে |” 


মন গায় £ “প্রতি চিন্তা ভাবনা 
সাধিবে চিস্তামণির সাধনা 
কেন পুছি s তারে পাব কি পাব না! 
কান পেতে শোন্‌ £ মুরলী বাজে £ 
“শোক ভয় লাজ বিদায়ে বৃন্দাবনে আয় ছেড়ে মিথ্যা কাজে 1” 


প্রাণ গায় £ “যত বেদনা বিষাদ, 
কায়া ভ্ৰমে ছায়া-বরণ-প্রমাদ, 
যত অশান্তি জালা অবসাদ 
হবে লয় অবগাহন মাঝে 
প্রেম-যমুনায় তারি করুণায় নীল আনন্দে আজো যে নাচে 1” 


শ্রীদিলীপকুমার রায় 
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দিলীপকুমারের জন্মদিনে 


পূর্ণিমার এই প্রভাতে 
রুপায়-মাখা আকাশ ভরে সোনায়-আকা শোভাতে | 
কাল রুপালি কোলের "পরে ছুলিয়া 
কোন্‌ সোনালি শিশু নয়ন খুলিয়া 
উঠল জেগে অবাধ আলো ঝরাতে, 
আধার-হারা পূর্ণিমার এই প্রভাতে | 


নেই তো অমারজনী | 
আলোর ছেলে জন্ম নিয়েই পেল আলোর জননী | 
বাদল বেলা মলিন মালা গাথে নাই, 
কাজল কালো! মেঘের! পাতে নাই, 
হয় নি কুঙ্ঝটিকার বাধা সরাতে ! 


এমন সকাল আসে না, 
মত্ত্যকাঁলের চাদের কোলে এমন অরুণ হাসে না, # 
কোন্‌ অমরার চন্দ্রময়ীর পরশে 
কোন্‌ জীবনের তপন জাগে হরষে ! 
জন্ম কাহার বিলায় ধূলার ধরাতে, 
পূর্ণিমার এই প্রভাতে ! 


_নিশিকান্ত 
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শ্রাচরণেয 


সুর তব জীবনের পাত্রে ভরপুর, 

ভক্তি জাগে চিত্ততলে নিত্য সুমধুর” 
জ্ঞানদীপ্ত ললাটের চন্দন-তিলক 

রচে নব ভারতের নব আরণ্যক | 


বেদনা-বৈরাগ্য-রাঁড প্রাণের ভেলায় 
মানসের দীপ্ত রবি মাতিছে খেলায় £ 
‘অঘটন আজো! ঘটে’_ঘটুক জীবনে, 
তোমার আশীব-স্সিগ্ধ প্রেম-উত্তরণে। 
গ্রীবৈন্ধনাথ দাশ 


দিলীপঘানু 


দিলীপবাবুর সঙ্গে চোখোচোখি দেখা হওয়ার আগে পত্রে পত্রে 
আলাপ হয়েছিল। রবীন্দ্রনাথকে ছেড়ে দিলে দিলীপবাবুই একমাত্র 
পত্রলেখক যিনি সাক্ষাৎ আলাপ না থাকলেও পত্রের উত্তর দিয়ে থাকেন, 
পত্রেও অনেক কথা, অনেক আলোচনা ZA I 

আমি তখন মিরাটে থাকতাম। একবার খবর পেলাম দিলীপবাবু 
পণ্ডিচেরি থেকে কলকাতা এসেছেন। আমিও ছুটি নিয়ে সেই সময় 
কলকাতায় এলাম। ওঁকে চিঠি লিখে জানালাম, আমি কলকাতা আসছি। 
সন্ধ্যায় ইউনিভাগিটি ইনস্টিটিউটে এক সভায় যোগ দিলাম_-এঁ সভায় 
দিলীপবাবুর গান ছিল । সভার শেষে দেখা করলাম__উনি বল্লেন, আপনি 
আসবেন বলেছিলেন, কৈ এলেন না ত? আমি বল্লাম, এই ত এসেছি | 
উনি বল্লেন, না, আপনি ত আমার কাছে আসবেন বলেছিলেন | 

আমি সেদিন আশ্চর্য না হয়ে পারি নি। আমি শুধু কলকাতায় 
আস্ছি এই কথাই জাঁনিয়েছিলাম। উনি বড়লোকের ছেলে-_-কলকাতার 
অভিজাত সম্প্রদায় ওর মাতুলেরা_ দক্ষিণ কলকাতার অত্যাধুনিক অঞ্চলে 
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উনি থাকেন। আমি মধ্যবিত্ত শ্রেণীর লোক__ধুলিধৃসরিত চরণ নিয়ে 
ওঁর অতিথি হব, এ কথা কল্পনাও করতে পারি নি। কিন্তু দিলীপবাবু সে 
কল্পনা করেছিলেন | এর পরেও বহু ঘটনায় দেখেচি উনি ধনী-দরিদ্রে 
পার্থক্য করতে পারেন না__যদি কাঁরুকে বন্ধু বলে মনে করেন, তবে ধনী বন্ধুর 
চেয়ে তার মূল্য দিলীপবাবুর কাছে এক কণাও কম নয়। 

এর পরে আমাদের আলাপ আরো ঘনিষ্ঠ হ'ল; আমার মনে হয় 
আলাপ ঘনিষ্ঠ হওয়ার ভিত্তিভূমি দৃঢ় ছিল-_সেটা হ’ল সাহিত্য, সঙ্গীত এবং 
ধর্মকে ভালবাসা । দিলীপবাঁবুর নিকট এই তিনটি বস্তু প্রাণাধিক প্রিয়_ 
বিশেষ করে শেষেরটি | কিন্তু এই তিনটি জিনিসকে প্রাণ দিয়ে ভালবাসে 
এমন লোকের সংখ্যা ত আমাদের দেশে,কম। সাহিত্য অনেকে ভালবাসেন, 
সঙ্গীতও অনেকে ভালবাসেন, কিন্তু সাহিত্য, সঙ্গীত এবং ধর্মকে সমান ভাবে 
ভালবাসেন, এমন লোক বেশি হওয়ার কথা নয়। দিলীপবাবুর ক্ষেত্রে 
সাহিত্য এবং সঙ্গীত ধর্মেরই অনুপুরক- অর্থাৎ ধর্মের কাজে লাগে বলেই 
তিনি সাহিত্য এবং সঙ্গীতকে গ্রহণ করেছেন। ধর্ম বলতে আমি ভগবানকে 
ভালবাসার কথা ইঙ্গিত করছি-_আনুষ্ঠানিক ধর্ম নয়। ভগবান না হ'লে 
আমার চলবে না, আমার জীবন ব্যর্থ হবে--এই যে ধর্ম। সাহিত্য এবং 
সঙ্গীত দ্বারা তিনি এই ধর্মকেই সেবা করেন। এইটি না বুঝলে দিলীপবাবুর 
সঙ্গে মিল হওয়া শক্ত । কেবলমাত্র সাহিত্যিক হলেই চলবে না, কেবলমাত্র 
সঙ্গীতজ্ঞ হলেও নয়, কিন্ত সাহিত্য এবং সঙ্গীত দ্বারা সেই পরমপুরুষকে 
চাওয়ার এবং পাওয়ার চেষ্টা করতে হবে! তাকে চাওয়ার পথে সাহিত্য 
এবং সঙ্গীত বাধা নয়, বরঞ্চ সহায়ক, কিন্তু তাকে বাদ দিয়ে এরা কিছুই নয়, 
এই কথা বুঝতে হবে । RAAN ধর্মের জন্য অনেক সয়েছেন, অনেক 


ছেড়েছেন। 

১৯৪৩ সালে আমি সরকারী কাজে কলম্বো যাই। দিলীপবাবুকে 
সে কথা জানালুম। তিনি বল্লেন, আমার বাহিরের আডিন! দিয়ে আপনি 
চলে যাবেন, অন্দরে আসবেন না__এটা! হ'তে পারে না। আমাকে পণ্ডিচেরি 
আশ্রমে আসতে হবে। কঠিন মিলিটারি শাসনের অধীনে আমি__তবু 
দিলীপবাবুর কথা মেনে নিলুম। দু'দিন ছিলুম আশ্রমে__দিলীপবাবু কি 
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উচ্ছৃদিত! একেবারে ছেলেমান্ুষের মত। কি যে করবেন যেন ভেবে 
পান all সাধ্য-সাঁধনা করে ওঁকে গান গাওয়াতে হয়_ সেদিন স্বেচ্ছা- 
প্রবৃত্ত হ'য়ে গান গাইবেন বলে সকলকে জানিয়ে দিলেন। নিশিকাঁন্তকে 
কবিতা পড়ে শোনাতে বল্পেন। আমার হোল্ড-অল খুলে নিজে খাটের উপর 
বিছানা পাতিলেন-__ময়লা বালিশের অড় চাকরকে কেচে দিতে বল্লেন। 
আমি অনেক রকমের বন্ধুত্ব দেখেছি__অধিকাংশই শৌখীন বন্ধুত্ব_অর্থাৎ 
বাইরে বাইরে থাকে, বেশি ভিতরে ঢুকতে সাহস করে নাভাবে খোঁচাখুধচি 
করলে কি যেন বেরিয়ে পড়বে । দিলীপবাবুর বন্ধুত্ব কিন্ত সে ধরণের নয়। 
এঞ্একেবারে উভয়কুলবিপ্লাবী__অন্তর বাহির যুগপৎ ভরিয়ে দেয়। 

আমার গুরুদেব Beit ঠাকুরের কথা বল্লাম। তিনি 
আকাশ-বৃত্তি অবলম্বন ক'রে জীবনযাপন করেছেন এবং করছেন, সে কথা 
জানালাম। খুব অভিভূত হলেন। তখন “আবার ভ্রাম্যমাণ’ বইখানা! 
লিখছিলেন। তার মধ্যে আমার গুরুদেবের কথা জুড়ে দ্রিলেন। আমার 
সঙ্গে ‘সাধন-সমর’ নামক শ্রীন্রীসত্যদেব ঠাকুরের চণ্ডীর ব্যাখা তিন খণ্ড 
বাক্সে ছিল-__খানিক প'ড়ে এত ভাল লাগলে! যে বল্লেন, বইগুলো আপনি 
আমার কাছে রেখে যান, আমি পণড়ে ডাকে আপনাকে পরে পাঠিয়ে দেব | 

সেই রাত্রে দিলীপবাবুর জ্বর এল-ম্যালেরিয়া। একটা গান 
হওয়ার পর আর গাওয়া সম্ভব হ'ল না। বাকি রাত গল্প ক'রে কাটালেন। 
নিজেদের পারিবারিক কাহিনী । সব চেয়ে আমার আশ্চর্য লাগলো এই যে 
__যে-পারিবারিক কাহিনী মানুষ সহজে কাউকে জানায় না, সতর্কতার দ্বারা 
আমাদের সাধারণ যে ব্যবহার সীমিত, দিলীপবাঁবুর কাছে তা একেবারে 
অজানা । তার বুকের কপাটে কোন অর্গল নেই--একেবারে অবারিত। 
সরলতার এবং আন্তরিকতার এর চেয়ে বড় প্রতিমূর্তি আর কোথাও দেখি নি। 

আমার গুরুদেবের সঙ্গে পরে তার সাক্ষাৎ হয়েছিল। গুরুদেব 
এর পর একবার শ্রীঅরবিন্দের দর্শন লাভ করার জন্য পণ্ডিচেরি গিয়েছিলেন | 
সেই সময় দ্িলীপবাবুর সঙ্গে তার আলাপ হয়। দিলীপবাঁবু ব্যবস্থা করে 
গুরুদেবের গীতার ব্যাখ্যা শুনেছিলেন এবং তার খুব ভাল লেগেছিল। 
তাদের এই আলাপ পরে গভীর আধ্যাত্মিক বন্ধুত্বে পরিণত হয়েছিল | 
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দিলীপবাবু এর পর যে কয়বার এলাহাবাদ এসেছেন “সত্য-গোপাল' 
আশ্রমে এসে গুরুদেবের সঙ্গে দেখা করেছেন এবং ভজন গেয়ে শুনিয়েছেন। 
গুরুদেবও দিলীপবাবুকে এত স্নেহ করতেন যে যখন শ্রীঅরবিন্বের দেহত্যাগ 
হয়, তখন দিলীপবাবুর মনের গভীর বেদনা উনি অনুভব করতে পেরেছিলেন 
এবং একদিন সকালে ধ্যানের পরেই উঠে বল্লেন, দিলীপকে একখানা চিঠি 
লিখতে হবে। তারপর সান্তনা দিয়ে দিলীপবাবুকে একখানা চিঠি লেখা 
হয়েছিল | 

দিলীপবাবুর বন্ধুবংসলতার বহু ছোটখাটো! উদাহরণ আমার জানা 
আছে। তাকে এক দিক দিয়ে ছেলেমানুষীও বল! যায়__বাস্তবিকই 
উনি শিশু-প্রকৃতির__মনের মধ্যে কোন মালিন্ত নেই। একবার 
এলাহাবাদ এসে এগারো! দিন ছিলেন-_তার মধ্যে দশদিনই সন্ধ্যার সময় 
গানের আসর বসেছিল, অবশ্য বিভিন্ন জায়গায়। প্রতি আসরেই আমাকে 
উপস্থিত থাকতে হ’ত। কোন কারণে কোনদিন যেতে না পারলে ভয়ানক 
রাগ করতেন। ছোট ছেলেদের মত রাগ করে মুখ ভার ক'রে বসে 
থাকতেন__কথা বলতেন না। আমি তার সরলতা এবং অভিমান দেখে 
ুদ্ধহতুম। আমাকে আগে থাকতেই বলে রেখেছিলেন যে, এখন আর উনি 
ভজন ছাড়! অন্য গান করেন না__-আগেকার রেকর্ডের গান কেউ যেন ওঁকে 
গাইতে অনুরোধ না করেন | 

একদিন এলাহাবাদ বিশ্ববিষ্ঠালয়ের গণিতশান্ত্রের অধ্যাপক শ্রীযুক্ত 
অমিয়চরণ বন্ব্যোপাধ্যায়ের বাড়ি গানের আসর বসেছে। দিলীপবাঁবু গান 
গাইছেন। হঠাৎ পিছন থেকে এক ভদ্রলোক আমার জামা ধরে টানলেন । 
পিছন ফিরতেই তিনি বল্লেন, দিলীপবাবুকে Stel জবা মুঠো মুঠো” গানটি 
গাইতে অনুরোধ করুন না। আমি তাকে বোঝাতে চেষ্টা করলুম যে, 
এটিই দিলীপবাবু আগে থাকতে নিষেধ করে দিয়েছেন। উনি ভজন ছাড়া 
গাইবেন all কিন্তু ভদ্রলোক নাছোড়বান্দা । উনি কবে জানি রেকর্ড 
শুনেছেন, এখন একেবারে খোদ গায়কের মুখে শুনতে চান।- একটা 
চিরকুটে অন্ুরোধটা জানিয়ে দিলীপবাবুর কাছে ছুড়ে দিলুম, কিন্তু খুব 
অস্বস্তি বোধ করতে লাগলুম এবং আশ! করতে লাগলুম যে নিশ্চয় অন্তায় 
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অনুরোধ প্রতিপালিত হবে all দিলীপবাবুর গান শেষ হ'ল। এবং 
তারপরই তিনি যে গানটি ধরলেন সেটি হ’ল__'রাঙা জবা মুঠো মুঠো? | 

জীবনে মহাপুরুষ HA? একটি বড় সৌভাগ্য শাস্ত্র বলেছেন। 
দিলীপবাবুর মাধ্যমে সেই সৌভাগ্য আমি লাভ করেছি। বিশিষ্ট ইংরেজ 
তপস্বী শ্রীকৃষ্ণপ্রেমের সঙ্গে আলাপ দিলীপবাবুই করিয়ে দেন। এই আলাপ 
আমার জীবন-পথের একটি শ্রেষ্ঠ পাথেয় । 

ভগবানে প্রীতি এবং আত্মসমর্পন দিলীপবাঁবুর জীবনের আদর্শ। এই 
আদর্শকে তিনি অপূর্ব নিষ্ঠার সঙ্গে ধরে আছেন। যিনি সব দেখেন, বার 
অহেতুক্ষ প্রেমের অন্ত নেই, তিনি দিলীপবাবুকে তার অফুরন্ত স্নেহে বুকে 
ক'রে রয়েছেন, এ বিষয়ে কোন সন্দেহ GAZ | 


শ্রীঅবনীনাথ রায় 


দিলীপকুমারের ভজন 


ভজন-গাঁন মানেই ভগবানের আরাঁধনার গান-_সঙ্গীতের মাধ্যমে 
ভগবানের উপাসনা | গানের বাণীর মধ্যের নিহিত থাকে ভক্তের অন্তরের 
প্রার্থনা__আত্ম-নিবেদন, আত্ম-সমর্পণ, আত্ম-বিসর্জনের আকৃতি AA- 
সহায় হ'য়ে কঠের সুর এনে দেয় আত্ম-সমাহিতির প্রেরণা। তাই 
ভজন-গান কেবলমাত্র কণ্ঠসঙ্গীতই নয়,_কণ্ঠের সুর ও হৃদয়ের ভক্তির 
একাত্ম-মিলনেই ভজন-গাঁনের সার্থকতা | 

erm, খেয়াল, bal, ঠুংরির Wel ভজন-গানও বর্তমানে একটি 
স্বত্ত্ব জাতির সঙ্গীতে পরিণত হয়েছে। ক্রুপদ, খেয়াল, ball, ঠুংরির 
এক একটা জাতিগত বৈশিষ্ট্য আছে, যার দ্বারা আমরা সহজেই তাদের 
চিনতে পারি | ভজন-গানের কিন্তু সেরূপ কোনো সাঙ্গীতিক স্বাতন্থ্য নাই । 
ভজন-গাঁনের একমাত্র সংজ্ঞা_-ভক্তিমূলক গান। মীরা, নানক, কবীর, 
তুলসীদাস প্রভৃতি মহাজনের! প্রাচীন যুগে যে-সব পদাবলী রচনা ক'রে 
গেছেন, অধুনাতন কালের সঙ্গীতশিল্পীরা সেই সব ভজন-গানই বিবিধ 
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সঙ্গীতানুষ্ঠানে গেয়ে থাকেন। AAI আসরের ভজন-গাঁনে রাগ-রাগিণী, 
তান-অলঙ্কার, তাল-লয়ই প্রধান স্থান অধিকার ক'রে থাকে; ভক্তির 
দিকটা সেখানে গৌণ। ভজনের ভজনত্বই সেখানে উপেক্ষিত। আমাদের 
সাধারণ গানের আসরে ভজন-সঙ্গীতের এই অবস্থা | 

পক্ষান্তরে আমরা ভজন-গান শুনতে পাই বহু সাধু-সম্ত ও ভক্তদের 
কাছে। অন্তরের উচ্ছৃসিত ভক্তির উন্মুখ আবেগে তার! ভজন গেয়ে 
থাকেন। ধারা ভক্ত, ভাবুক, সাধক,__ভজন-গান তাদের অধ্যাত্ম-সাঁধনার 
অপরিহার্য অঙ্গ। ভজন-সঙ্গীতের ভজনাংশেরই প্রতি তাদের একমাত্র লক্ষ্য 
__তাঁর সঙ্গীতাংশ তাদের কাছে নিল্রয়োজন। রাঁগ-রাগিণী, তান মান, 
লয় প্রভৃতি সঙ্গীতের আনুষঙ্গিক বিষয়গুলি তাদের কাছে নিতান্তই calla | 

হয়তো এমন সাঁধু-সন্তও আছেন বা এমন গাঁয়ক-গায়িকীও থাকতে 
পারেন, ধাদের অন্তরের ভক্তি ও কণ্ঠের সঙ্গীতের সমন্বয়ে ভজন-গান পূর্ণাঙ্গ 
হয়েছে। কিন্তু বর্তমান কালে একমাত্র দিলীপকুমার রায় ছাড়া সেরূপ 
ভজন-গায়কের গান শোনবার সৌভাগ্য আমাদের হয়নি। 

দিলীপকুমীরের কে আমরা ভজন-গানের সমগ্র রূপটি দেখতে পাই। 
দেখতে পাই-_ভক্তিরসমণ্ডিত হ'য়ে ভজনের গীতি-মধুর বিকাশ। তিনি 
একাধারে অধ্যাত্ম-সাধক ও সঙ্গীত-সাধক ব’লেই তার কে ভজন-গাঁন 
সার্থক হয়ে উঠেছে । অধ্যাত্ম-সাধনার ফলে তার অন্তর-দেশ যেমন 
ভক্তিরসাগুত, স্বর-সাঁধনার ফলে তার কও তেমনি স্ুুর-সমৃদ্ধ। আমাদের 
দেশে সঙ্গীতশিল্পীদের মধ্যে এ মণিকারঞ্চন যোগ-_রসের রাঁসমঞ্চে এ 
যুগলমিলন বিরল | 

দিলীপকুমারের ক অসাধারণ। এরূপ এ্বর্ষমণ্ডিত ক “কোটিতে 
গোটিক” মেলে কিনা সন্দেহ। এ কোনো পক্ষপাতমূলক অত্যুক্তি নয়_ 


এ কথা বিদপ্ধজনসমাজে অবিসংবাঁদিতরূপে সত্য । এরূপ নবরসের প্রকাশ-. 


ANS স্বর, এরূপ মাধুর্ষপূর্ণ তান, এরূপ দরদে ভরা মীড়, এরূপ গুরুগন্তীর 
গমকের একত্র সমাবেশ কোনও একটি কণ্ঠের আধারে বড়-একটা দেখা 
যায় না। স্বর-সাধনার দ্বারা তিনি কখসম্পদের উৎকর্ষ অর্জন করেছেন 
কিন্তু স্বর-মাধুর্ষ তার সহজাত | কোনোরপ কৃচ্ছুসাধনার দ্বারা এ-বস্ত লাভ 
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করা যায় না। এই মাধুর্ষের রসে অভিষিক্ত ভজনে ভক্তির বিগ্রহ সুর-সুন্দর 
রূপ নিয়ে শ্রোতাদের চিত্রপটে প্রোজ্জল হয়ে উঠে। 

ভজন-গানে দ্রিলীপকুমারের একটা স্বকীয়তা আছে। কতকগুলি 
fore রচনা-বৈশিষ্ক্যে তিনি গানের একটি অপূর্বসুন্দর রূপ স্থষ্টি করেন। 
গানের বাণীর সঙ্গে সুরের সঙ্গতি স্থাপন করা, বাণীর অন্তনিহিত ভাবকে 
সুরের প্রভাবে প্রন্ধুটিত করা এবং রাগরাগিণী, তানালঙ্কার ও তালের 
বৈচিত্র্য দিয়ে সে-সঙ্গীতকে সর্বাঙ্গসুন্দর ক'রে তোলা-_ দিলীপকুমারের 
গানের এই তিনটি প্রকৃতিগত বৈশিষ্ট্য er, খেয়াল, টগ্না প্রভৃতি বিভিন্ন 
জাতির সঙ্গীতের আঙ্গিকেও তিনি ভজন গেয়ে থাকেন। গানের ভিতরকীর 
ভাবকে মূর্ত ক'রে তোলবার জন্যই উক্ত গীতি-ভঙ্গী তিনি অবলম্বন করেন। 
ভূতনাথ ভব ভীম বিভোল’ যখন গান, তখন শিবের রুদ্ররপটি ফুটিয়ে 
তুলতে santan তিনি মনে করেন শৈব-ভজনের যথাযোগ্য বিকাশ- 
ভূমি। ‘লচক লচক চলত মোহন’ গানের মোহন-মধুর রূপ বিকাশ করেন 
খেয়ালের গীত-রীতিতে, “Tec আমার মন-ভ্রমরা শ্যামাপদ নীলকমলে' 
গানটিকে ভ্রমর-গুঞ্জন-মুখর ক'রে তোলেন টগ্নার অমৃতনির্ঝর তানের 
প্রয়োগ-কৌশলে। এই ear, খেয়াল, টগ্লাজাতীয় তিনটি গানেরই aa 
প্রাচীনকাঁলের সুরকা'রদের রচনা । কিন্ত দিলীপকুমারের কণে সেই প্রাচীন 
সুর যেন নব-কলেবর ধারণ করে-__সমগ্র সঙ্গীত যেন রূপান্তর গ্রহণ করে 
দিলীপকুমারের স্বকীয় সুর-শৈলীর ভিতর দিয়ে | 

কেবলমাত্র প্রাচীন সঙ্গীতের প্রাচীরের উপর নিজের রঙ ফলাঁনোই 
নয়, ভারতীয় সঙ্গীতের ক্ষেত্রে দিলীপকুমার নিজস্ব ইমারতও তৈরী করেছেন | 
যার জন্য দিলীপকুমার-_দিলীপকুমার | 

সুরকার হিসেবে তিনি আদৌ প্রাচীনপন্থী নন। সাহিত্য-ক্ষেত্রের 
মতো সঙ্গীতেও তিনি প্রগতিপন্থী। সুর-রচনায় অলোকসামান্ত প্রতিভার 
দ্বারা তিনি নব নব সঙ্গীত-সম্পদের উদ্ভাবন করেছেন। 

দিলীপকুমার বোধ হয় সহস্রাধিক গানে স্ুর-যোজনা ক'রে তার 
গানের আসরে শ্রোতাদের শুনিয়েছেন। নানাপ্রকার স্বুর-বৈচিত্র্ে সে-সব 
গান রসঘন হ'য়ে ওঠে। প্রাচ্য ও পাশ্চাত্য-_উভয় দেশীয় জঙ্গীতেই 
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তিনি অভিজ্ঞ, তাই রসস্থষ্টির জন্য প্রাচ্যস্থরের সঙ্গে পাশ্চাত্য সুরের মিলন 
ঘটাতেও তিনি পরাজুখ হন নি। 

দিলীপকুমার সুরকার হিসেবে রক্ষণশীলতার বিরোধী, গাইবার 
সময় ততোধিক উদ্দারপন্থী। গানের যে চরণগুলিকে তিনি কোনো! একটি 
বিশিষ্ট রাগে সীমাবদ্ধ করেছেন, সে-গানটি গাইতে বসে তিনি নিজেই Sta 
সুরের সুদক্ষিণ স্পর্শে সে সীমার বাঁধন ভেঙে ফেলেন পিঞ্জর-মুক্ত গানের 
পাখির পক্ষ-বিধূননে কেবলমাত্র আসরের আকাশ-বক্ষই নয়, শ্রোতাদের 
অন্তস্তলও স্পন্দিত হ'তে থাকে। 

দিলীপকুমারের গানের একটি বিশেষ ঢঙ২_খরজ-পরিবর্তন। তিনি 
যে ষড়জের উপর ভিত্তি ক'রে গানের আস্থায়ী অংশে স্থর-যোজন! করলেন, 
আমাদের প্রচলিত নিয়মানুযায়ী সেই স্ুরেরই ক্রমবিকাশ চললো অন্তরার 
চরণগুলিতে, সেই ষড়জেরই উৎস-মূল অবলম্বন ক'রে। হঠাৎ দেখা গেল, 
সেই সুরই আত্মপ্রকাশ করেছে আরেক রূপে । খরজ-পরিবর্তনের ফলে 
একই সুর অভিনব রূপে সুন্দরতর হ'য়ে উঠেছে। 

রাগ-রাগিনীর আলাপেও দিলীপকুমারের পদ্ধতি gor) সাধারণতঃ 
গায়কেরা গানের শুরুতেই গেয় 'গানটির রাগিণী আলাপ ক'রে থাকেন। 
দিলীপকুমারের রাগালাপের স্থান Sya, আলাপের ধারাও স্বতন্ত্র । 
যে-রাগিণীতে গানের শুরু, সেই রাগিণীই যে তার আলাপের বিষয়বস্ত 
হবে, এমন কোনে ধরাবীধা গতানুগতিক পথে তিনি চলেন না। তিনি 
রাঁগালাপ করেন গানের মাঝখানটিতে কোনো একটি যোগ্য স্থান নির্বাচন 
PAL গানের আস্থায়ী আরম্ভ হয়েছে ভীমপলঞ্রীতে, অন্তরা পেরিয়ে 
সঞ্চারীতে গিয়ে ভীমপলল্রী হয়তো ধরলো! ভৈরবীর রূপ । দিলীপকুমার 
তখন অনুকূল পরিবেশ স্থষ্টি ক'রে সেখানে ভৈরবী রাগিণীরই আলাপ 
করেন। এই আলাপের সময় সুষমায়িত হ'য়ে উঠে তার বিচিত্র-সুন্দর তানের 
সুর-বিহার। আলাপের সময় তার সঙ্গীত সম্পূর্ণ স্বাধীন, তালের অধীনতা . 
স্বীকার করে না; সে স্বচ্ছন্দবিহারী। তাই নিরর্থক ব'লে তবলার AFS 
তিনি তখন বন্ধ ক'রে দেন। রাগালাপ শেষ হ'লে আবার সঙ্গং আরম্ভ হয় 
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দিলীপকুমার তানের রাজা-__সম্রাট বললেও অত্যুক্তি হয় না। 
এ রকম সুরেলা তানের WA “দানা” একান্ত ww! এক একটি উজ্জল 
হীরকখণ্ড যেন আপন আপন স্বাতন্ত্য বজায় রেখে শ্রক্-ঝুষমা 20 ক'রে 
চলে তানের রূপ ধরে । দিলীপকুমারের তান আয়াস-লব্ধ সম্পদ নয়__ 
বিধিদত্ত সুরেল। কণ্ঠের স্বভাব-সুন্দর সে SIA | 

দিলীপকুমারের গানের অন্যতম বৈশিষ্ট্য তার সার্গম-পদ্ধতি। সার্গম 

যে সুরের ভাবা, এ কথা দিলীপকুমার আমাদের স্মরণ করিয়ে দেন তার 
সার্গমের ভিতর দিয়ে। তিনি যে-সব গান গেয়ে থাকেন, তার অধিকাংশই 
শ্রীক্ষষ্ণ-ভজন। এই ভজন-গাঁনের মধ্যে শ্রীকৃষ্ণের বাশি যেখানে বাজে, 
দিলীপকুমারের সার্গমের সেইটিই প্রকৃষ্ট স্থান। তীর সার্গম শ্রীকৃষ্ণের বাঁশির 
সুর। ইঞ্টের বংশীবাদন ও ভক্তের সার্গম তখন একীভূত হ'য়ে যায়। সে 
জার্গমের সুর ও ছন্দের লীলা-বৈচিত্র্যে বংশীধারীর আবির্ভাব যেন স্বতঃ- 
উদ্ভাসিত হ'য়ে উঠে। 

ভজন-সঙ্গীতে আখর-যোজনা৷ দিলীপকুমীরের অন্যতম অবদান | 
আমাদের বাংলাদেশের কীর্তন ছাড়া আর কোনও সঙ্গীতে আখর-যোজনা'র 
রীতি প্রচলিত নাই। কবিগুরু রবীন্দ্রনাথ বলেন, “কীর্তনের আখর কথার 
তান।” আখর গানের মর্সকথার বিশ্লেষণ করে, ভাবের ভাণ্ডার খুলে দেয়, 
প্রেমের পাত্র উন্মুক্ত ক'রে রসের বিভব বিতরণ করে । দিলীপকুমীর ভজন- 
গানে আখর-প্রয়োগ ক'রে গীত-রীতি-প্রবর্তনের একটা নূতন পথ প্রদর্শন 
করেছেন। অবশ্য, এই আখর-যোজনা সকল গায়কের পক্ষে সম্ভবপর 
নয়। আখর-যৌজনার একটা কৌশল আছে। সেই কৌশলের কুশলী 
হ'তে হ'লে যে-ভাবের গান, সেই ভাবের ভাবুক হওয়! চাই, সঙ্গীতের সঙ্গে 
কাব্যেরও কলাবিদ্‌ হওয়া চাই। এই গুণগুলির সর্বতোভাবে সমন্বয় ঘটেছে 
বলেই দিলীপকুমার আখর-প্রয়োগে সার্থকতা লাভ করেছেন। তার আখর 
ভাব-সম্পদে ভরা, কাব্য-রসে ওতপ্রোত। 

তালের দিক দিয়েও দিলীপকুমার ভজন-গানে নূতনত্বের প্রয়াসী। 
বৈচিত্র্য-বিধানের জন্য তিনি গানে তালফেরের পক্ষপাতী । এই তাল- 
পরিবর্তনকে তিনি ভজন-গানের প্রয়োজনীয় অঙ্গরূপে পরিণত করেছেন। 
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বাংলা, সংস্কৃত, হিন্দি, Oy, ফার্সি, গুজরাতি, ইংরেজি, ফরাসী, 
জার্মান, রুশীয়, ইতালিয়ান প্রভৃতি বহু ভাষার গান দিলীপকুমার গেয়ে 
থাকেন। প্রত্যেকটি ভাষার বিশুদ্ধ উচ্চারণ দিলীপকুমারের গানের অন্যতম 
বৈশিষ্ট্য। বিশুদ্ধ উচ্চারণে যখন তিনি সংস্কৃত স্তবগান করেন, তখন সে 
সঙ্গীতের আসরে দেবভূমি ভারতের প্রস্থৃপ্ত গরিমা যেন Bae হ'য়ে উঠে। 
তীর বলিষ্ঠ কণ্ঠের উদাত্ত সুর-গান্তীর্ষে ছেয়ে যায় গীত-মণ্ডপের বায়ুমণ্ডল | 
ভুজলপ্রয়াত, তোটক, dasi, মালিনী, পুষ্পিতাগ্রা, মন্দাক্রাস্তা, Saal, 
পঞ্চচামর, শাঁদুলবিক্রীড়িত প্রভৃতি ছন্দগুলিকে তালে পর্যবসিত ক'রে 
ছান্দসিক দিলীপকুমার এক অভূতপূর্ব পরিবেশের স্থষ্টি করেন। 

ভারতের উত্তরপশ্চিমাঞ্চলে যেমন ভজন, আমাদের বাংলাদেশে 
তেমনি কীর্তন। উভয়ই উভয় দেশের মহাঁজনদের পদাবলী | ভক্তির দিক 
দিয়ে দেখলে উভয়ই সমপর্যায়ভুক্ত । দিলীপকুমার বিশেষজ্ঞ গুণী কীর্তনিয়ার 
কাছ থেকে প্রাথমিক পাঠ গ্রহণ ক'রে কীর্তনেরও একটা নূতন রূপ 
দিয়েছেন। কীর্তনে আখর-যৌজনা করেন তিনি তার নিজস্ব ভঙ্গিতে, 
প্রয়োজন মতো! তানালাপও করেন তার নিজস্ব ধারায়, অথচ কীর্তন কীর্ভনই 
থাকে, জাতিচ্যুত হয় না। 

কীর্তন-গানের সময় দ্রিলীপকুমার এক অপাঁথিব ভাবের আবেশে মগ্ন 
হয়ে যান। মর্স্থল থেকে উদ্ভুত ভক্তির উৎস উদগত হয় কণ্ঠের দুয়ার দিয়ে। 
গায়ক যেমন তদগতচিত্ত হ'য়ে গান করেন, শ্রোতারাও তেমনি তন্ময় হ'য়ে 
সে-গান শ্রবণ করেন। সে-গানে সাধারণ শ্রোতার মন ঈশ্বরাভিমুখী হয়; 
ভক্তের হৃদয়ে জাগে ভক্তির প্লাবন; সিদ্ধ সাধক শ্রোতা সে-গানে নিজেকে 
নিমগ্ন করেন নিবিকল্প সমাধির আলোক-সমুদ্রে । 

দিলীপকুমারের ভজন-গাঁনের আসরে গাঁয়ককে অভিনন্দিত করবার 
জন্য শ্রোতাদের সাধুবাদ-দানের শক্তি থাকে না, চিরাচরিত রীতিতে সম্বধিত 
করবার জন্য করতালি দিতে কর উঠে নাঁ। মৌন আসরের প্রশান্তির মধ্যে 
মুগ্ধ শ্রোতৃমগ্ুলী দিলীপকুমারকে দেয় প্রেমাশ্রুনিষিক্ত শ্রদ্ধার অঞ্জলিপূর্ণ 
উপহার। 
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বর্ধমান 
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প্রিয়রেষুঃ 
» আপনার অন্ুগ্রহদত্ত “ভিখারিণী রাজকন্যা” উপহার পাইয়া ধন্য 
হইলাম। শ্রীচৈতন্য ছুইবার পড়িয়াছি। সাধারণ পাঠক উহা একবার 
পড়িয়া সম্পূর্ণ রসাস্বাদ করিতে পারে না। উহার মান উচ্চতর, পাঠককে 
উচ্চগ্রামে আরোহণ করিতে হইবে। নিতান্ত স্থল দৃষ্টি লইয়া ইহা পাঠ করা 
চলে না, উহাতে বঞ্চিত হইতে হয়। 
আপনিই Ato) ও “ভিখারিণী রাজকন্যা” লিখিবার ও বুঝিবার 
অধিকারী । আপনার কবি প্রতিভা পাণ্ডিত্য ও এমনকি অপরোক্ষ 
রসানুভূতিও ‘বাহ’। আপনার এ রূপের ও ÅH আড়ালে এক বৈরাগ্য 
মৃতি আছে, আমি তাহাই দেখি আর মুগ্ধবিস্ময়ে তাহার জয়গান করি। 
যাহার ত্যাগ নাই, যাহার ক্ষীণ পুণ্য, দুর্বল সাধনা সে অত্যন্ত বিরাট হইয়াও 
FAL আপনার ত্যাগ অনন্যসাধারণ, আপনার সাধনা কঠোর, আপনার 
ভক্তি অহেতুকী, আপনার জননস্তের সৌভাগ্য ও সৌহার্দ্যই শ্রীকৃষ্ণপ্রেমের 
অধিকারী করিয়াছে। স্থূল আপনাকে লোকে প্রতিভাবান কবি গায়ক 
রূপবান গুণবান বলিয়া জানে, সম্মান ও ভক্তি দেয়। আমি আপনার 
ভিতরের সূক্ষ্ম সত্য স্বরূপের পরিচয় পাই আপনার লেখায়। যে নিজে 
arate করে নাই, তাহার বর্ণনা যতই বাক্বিভূতিতে মণ্ডিত হউক তাহা খাঁটি 
নহে এবং অন্ুরাগীর চক্ষে তাহার দীনতা ধরা পড়ে । শ্রীচৈতন্ত পড়ার পর 
আমি আপনার নূতন রূপের সাক্ষাৎ লাভ করিয়াছি। “ভিখারিণী রাজকন্যা” 
পড়িতে আরম্ভ করিয়াছি মাত্র, অভিনিবেশ সহকারে পড়িব। তারপর 
উহার সম্বন্ধে কোনো কথা বলিব, এমন নহে। তবে উহা যে উৎকুষ্ঠতর 
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হইবে তাহা আমার দৃঢ় বিশ্বাস। মীরাবাঈ সম্বন্ধে অনেকে অনেক 
লিখিয়াছেন; তাহারা সবাই অনধ্ধিকারী না হইলেও প্রকৃত অধিকারী নন। 
তাহাতে নূতন কিছুই নাই। 
আপনার প্রাতঃস্মরণীয় পিতা উদাসীন ছিলেন, তাহার দুর্লভ কবিত্ব- 
শক্তি, তাহার অন্তরের সমস্ত এশ্বর্য আশা ister সাধনা আপনাতে রূপ 
পরিগ্রহ করিয়াছে । আপনি তাহার বিষয় দান করিয়াছেন, ত্যাগী বৈরাগী 
হইয়াছেন। কিন্তু যাহা দুর্লভ, যাহা অমূল্য, যাহা আকাজ্কিত তাহার 
সবটুকুই দখল করিয়াছেন, উত্তরাধিকার ত্যাগ করেন নাই। মনের সব 
কথাই লিখিয়! ফেলিলাম ভাবাবেগে, আমার মানসমূতির কথাই ARA | 
ইতি__ l 
RAD 
শ্রীকুমুদ্রঞ্জন মল্লিক 


২৬।৭1৫৯ 

প্রিয়বরেষু 

“ভিখারিণী রাজকন্যা’ একাসনে বসিয়া পড়িয়া শেষ করিলাম । 
চক্ষের জলে আমি আগাগোড়া পড়িয়াছি_-“প্রেমে ঝরিয়াছে নেত্র প্রেমে 
ভরিয়াছে বুক*_-যেন মন্দাকিনীতে স্নান করিয়া উঠিলাম। আমি প্রায় 
বৎসরাবধি সনাতন গোস্বামীপাদের কৃপার্থী হইয়া প্রার্থনা করিতেছি, স্বপ্নে 
তাহাকে দেখিতেছি-_পুস্তকখানি আপনার হাত দিয়! তাহারি দান। আমি 
ইহার রসাস্বাদ করিয়াছি, অমৃত পান করিয়াছি_-প্রাণের এত sal 
কোথাও পাই নাই। 

যদি কোনো পুস্তককে “রবীন্দ্র পুরস্কার দিয়া রবীন্দ্র পুরস্কারের 
মর্যাদা বাড়াইতে হয়, তবে তাহা এই পুস্তককেই দেওয়া উচিত। আপনার 
ন্যায় ত্যাগীর পক্ষে সে সম্মান কিছুই নহে, তবু লোকশিক্ষার জন্য ভক্তকেও 
এ মর্যাদা দেওয়া উচিত-_প্রতিষ্ঠা যিনি দুরে বিসর্জন করেন, যিনি স্পর্শমণি 
স্পর্শ করেন নাই তার গোত্রীয়দের কোনো কিছুরই আকর্ষণ নাই। তবুও 
রাজ-সরকারের ও সম্মান দেওয়া SST | 
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আপনার প্রাণ আনন্দমঅমৃতরসে পূর্ণ_আমি ভাববিহবল হৃদয়ে 
পিপাসিত প্রাণে বইখানি পড়িয়াছি, তৃপ্ত হইয়াছি, ধন্য হইয়াছি, কৃতার্থ 
হইয়াছি। ইতি_ 





CHRD 
শ্রীকুমুদররগুন মল্লিক 


হৈমবতী 
৫1১১1৫২ 
প্রিয়বরেষু, 
বিজয়ার AR ও শুভাকাজ্ষা জানাই | 
প্রথমেই ক্ষমা চাইছি। বই পেয়েছি অনেকদিন,_কেমন লাগল 
সেকথাটা জানাতে এত দেরি হয়ে গেল। একটু অবসরের প্রতিক্ষায় 
ছিলাম-_-ভাল করে একান্তে পড়ব বলে। 
পুজোর সময় পড়লাম “ভাগবতী কথা” আর ব্রীচৈতন্ত' । তিনটি 
দিন গভীর আনন্দে কাটল। ‘tow এক নিঃশ্বাসে শেষ করেছি। 
ভাবের উচ্ছল তরঙ্গ AAKI ছুটি তটরেখায় সংযত হয়ে চলেছে সমুদ্রের 
পাঁনে__কী ভালই যে লাগল | 
“ভাগবতী কথা’ পড়লাম একটু জিরিয়ে জিরিয়ে। পুরাণের মধ্যে 
ভাগবতই বৈদিকভাষার ভাবঘনতাকে উত্তীর্ণ হয়েছে; একটা অপূর্ব 
উদ্দাত্ততা আছে তার মধ্য--কেউ কেউ তাই খোঁটা দেয়, বলে বৌপ দেখে 
লেখা নিশ্চয়। আপনার অনুবাদে সেই উদাত্ত সুরটি বজায় রয়েছে দেখে 
ভারী খুশি লাগল । 
সেদিন পড়লাম “শ্রুতার্তলি' । চমকে ওঠবার মতই বটে। নাভাজী 
| বলেছিলেন, কলিযুগে গোপীপ্রেম af ধরেছে মীরাতে। সেই মীরার “শব্দ 
| 
| 








| সুধা মুতি ধরেছে ইন্দিরা দেবীর কবিতায়। অথচ এযুগের ভাবের 
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আবহাওয়াটুকুও পাই । মাঝে মাঝে পাই উপনিষদের আলোর বঝলক।- 
মনে হয়, মীরা যদি আজ আবার ফিরে আসতেন, এই ঢঙেই কথা বলতেন | 
আপনারা ধন্য । আমার ক'টি দিন সুধায় ভরে দিলেন__অন্তরের 
কৃতজ্ঞতা জানাই তাঁর জন্য৷ 
ভক্ত ভগবান আর ভাগবতের জয় হোক | 


69-4 Allengunge 
ALLAHABAD 
2. 1. 61. 


কল্যাণীয় শ্রীমান দিলীপ, 
তোমার শ্রীগুরুদেবের দেহরক্ষার পরে তুমি কেমন আছ এই কথাটা 
অনেকবার আমার মনে উঠিয়াছে। এ ঘটনার অব্যবহিত পূর্বে তুমি 
এলাহাবাদেও আসিয়াছিলে, সেই জন্যই হয়ত এ কাথাট! বিশেষ করিয়া! 
আমার মনে উঠিয়া থাকিবে এইরূপই প্রথমে আমি ভাবিয়াছিলাম। কিন্তু 
সে দিন আসনে বসিয়া যখন তোমার কথা আবার মনে হইল, তোমাকে 
একখানা চিঠি লেখা দরকার বলিয়া বোধ হইল, এমন কি তোমাকে কি 
লিখিতে হইবে তাহাঁও মনে উদিত হইল, তখন ব্যাপারটাকে আর অকারণ 
বলিয়া উপেক্ষা করিতে পারিলাম না । 
একদিন তোমাদের আশ্রমে বসিয়াই তুমি আমাকে তোমার ‘দাদা’ 
হইবার অধিকার দিয়াছিলে, সেই কথা স্মরণ করিয়া এ সময়ে তোমাকে কিছু 
বলিবার তাগিদ আরো বেশি করিয়া বোধ করিলাম । আমার ধারণ! 
তোমার অত্যন্ত স্নেহপ্রবণ হৃদয়। বর্তমান আশ্রম ঘটনার প্রতিক্রিয়া 
তোমার উপর অন্যের চেয়ে ভিন্ন রকমের হওয়ারই বেশি সম্ভাবনা আমার 
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মনে হইয়াছে। সেই দিক দিয়া তোমার 'দাদা’র কথা যদি তোমার প্রাণে 
বিন্দুমাত্রও সান্ত্বনা বহন করে তবেই এই পত্রের উদ্দেশ্য সিদ্ধ হইবে। আর 
অপর দিকে আমার কথা যদি তোমার কোনও প্রয়োজনে না-ও লাগে, তবুও 
আমার কিংবা তোমার কাহারও তাহাতে কোন ক্ষতিবৃদ্ধির আশঙ্কা নাই | 

আমারও শ্রীগুরুদেব ছিলেন, বাহ ঘটনা হিসাবে একদিন তিনি নাই” 
হইয়া গেলেন। তারপরে আবার অনেক বেশি সত্য হইয়া ‘আছে’ হইয়াই 
রহিয়াছেন। তোমারও Serma সম্প্রতি aia ঘটনার দিক দিয়! “নাই” 
বলিয়া প্রচারিত। ঘটনার এই যে ‘নাই’ বলিয়া সাক্ষ্যদান ইহাকে তোমার 
মনবুদ্দি কি ভাবে গ্রহণ করিবে তাহারই উপর তোমার সঙ্গে তোমার 
শ্রীগুরুদেবের ভবিষ্যৎ সম্পর্কে সজীবতা বা নিজবিতা বিশেষ রূপে নির্ভর 
করিবে। বাহ্য ঘটনার স্বাভাবিক পরিবর্তনশীলতাকে অনাবশ্ঠক মর্যাদা ন! 
দিয়! তুমি যদি শ্রীগুরুসঙ্গে তোমার জীবনের যে সত্য সম্পর্ক বিদ্যমান 
তাহারই উপর নির্ভর কর তবে সদ্য বিরহের এই শোঁকাবহরূপ কেমন করিয়া 
অনায়াসে পূর্ণ মিলনের মহামহোৎসব রূপে পরিণত হইতে পারে সে 
কথাটাই তোমাকে এখানে আমি বলিতে চাই। 

এতদিন শ্রীঅরবিন্দ সান্নিধ্যে বসবাস করিয়া তাহার সঙ্গে তোমার 
জীবনের যত ভাবের আদানপ্রদান চলিয়াছে, অন্তরের সে বিরাট সঞ্চয় 
একান্তই তোমার flaw! সে সঞ্চয় সম্বন্ধে অন্যকে লিখিয়া পড়িয়া 
জানাইয়া দিলে কিংবা বলিয়া কহিয়া বুঝাইয়! দিলেও এই সম্পর্কজনিত 
সত্য nga নিছক তোমার একার সম্পত্তি। ইহার কোনও ভাগীদার বা 
দাবীদার হয়ও ন! বা হইতেও পারে না। কিন্ত এ সম্পত্তি তোমার হইলেও 
ইহার মূল্য সম্বন্ধে ভুল ধারণা বিদ্যমান থাকা একান্তই স্বাভাবিক। মানুষের 
Taka স্বতঃসিদ্ধ অপূর্ণতার জন্য এই আদানপ্রদান অনায়াসে ভাবের 
আদানপ্রদীন বলিয়া বিবেচিত হইতে পারে। কিন্তু সত্যতঃ ইহ! প্রাণের 
আদানপ্রদান। মন এ ক্ষেত্রে বিনিময়ের ধারক বাহক মাত্র। 

এতদিনের এই ঘনিষ্ঠ আদানপ্রদানের ফলে তোমার ক্ষুদ্রতর প্রাণ এক 
বিরাট প্রাণের ছোয়ায় ছোয়ায় তোমারও অজ্ঞাতসারে রহস্যজনক ভাবে 
রূপান্তর গ্রহণ করিয়াছে । যে দিলীপ পণ্ডিচেরি গিয়াছিল সে দিলীপ এখন 
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যে আর নাই, ইহাতে বিন্দুমাত্রও সংশয় নাই। দিলীপ এখন যতখানি 
দিলীপ তাহার চেয়ে অনেক বেশি শ্রীঅরবিন্দরসরঞ্জিত আর একজন | 

QaRa সম্পর্কের সঞ্চয়কে তুমি যদি ভাবমাত্র বলিয়াই ধরিয়া 
রাখ তবে তোমাদের সম্পর্কের সজীবতা যে দিনে দিনে ম্লান হইয়া ভাবমাত্রেই 
জমিয়া থাকিবে ইহাতে বিন্দুমাত্রও সংশয় নাই। অপর দিকে ইহা যে 
ভাবমাত্র নহে, প্রাণকেই ভাবের কুয়াশায় আচ্ছন্ন বলিয়া স্বমহিমায় উদ্ভাসিত 
দেখা যাইতেছে না,__এই সত্য জানিয়! ও মানিয়া তাহার সম্বন্ধীয় সমস্ত 
ভাবে ভাবে ভাব না দেখিয়া, যাঁহার ভাব তাহাকেই যদি দেখিতে অভ্যস্ত হও, 
_ অন্তরে তাহার কত বিচিত্র ভাব জাগিয়া রহিয়াছে, এইরূপ না দেখিয়া না 
বুঝিয়া__কত বিচিত্র ঢং-এ হৃদয়াসনে জাগ্রত জীবন্ত প্রাণময় শ্রীঅরবিন্দই 
যে সুপ্রতিষ্ঠিত হইয়া উঠিয়াছেন, এই সত্য জানিবার এবং মানিবারই যদি 
অনুশীলন কর, তবে দেখিবে যে অচিরকাল মধ্যে শ্রীগুরুশিত্য সম্পর্কের 
ব্যবহার অন্তরে পরিপূর্ণভাবে বাহিরের চেয়েও অধিকতর সত্য হইয়া! জাগিয়া 
রহিয়াছে । | Few দেহধারণ করেন কৃপাপরবশ হইয়া । আবার নিজেই 
নিজের দেহান্ত ঘটান নিজের অন্তরঙ্গগণের- হারা, চাহেন__তাহাদের 
সকলেরই অন্তরে অন্তরে নিজেকে অভিন্নভাবে প্রতিষ্ঠিত করিবার জন্য | 

অত্র মঙ্গল। আশাকরি শ্রীগুরুকৃপায় কুশলেই আছ। ইতি__- 


akta 


আদ্ধাভাজনেষুঃ 
আপনার উপহৃত শশ্রুতাঞ্জলি' পেয়ে আনন্দে ও ভক্তিতে অভিভূত বোধ 


করছি। শ্রুতাঞ্জলি'র নেপথ্যে যে আধ্যাত্মিক অভিব্যগ্তন আছে আমি 
তাতে সম্পূর্ণ বিশ্বাসবান। প্রত্যেকটি স্তব অখিলরসামৃতমুত্তির পায়ে 
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নিবেদিত ধ্যানপুষ্প। পড়তে-পড়তে ভগবদ্ভাবের সৌরভে মন ভরে ওঠে। 
অবিচ্ছিন্ন মধুধারার মত এই ধ্যানধারায় তীর্থস্থান করে। 

আপনি নিশ্চয়ই সেই শ্লোকটি জানেন। নদীনাথে একান্তিক 
সমর্পণ হবার আগে-পর্য্তই নদী ভাবে, আমার বুকের এ উচ্ছ্বাস কি 
আমার না তোমার? কিন্তু পূর্ণ সমর্পণে কি ভাবে? পূর্ণ সমর্পণে 
অতলম্পর্শ শান্তি। ইন্দিরা দেবীর ্রুতাঞ্জলি”তে এই অতলসম্পর্শ শান্তির 
অশ্রুত সুরটিই শুনতে পাচ্ছি। অব্যক্ত আকুলতার সঙ্গে একটি 
প্রেমন্মিতস্সিগ্ধ প্রসন্নতা মিশে আছে। 
* শ্রীমতী সাধিকাকে ভক্তিপূত প্ৰণতি জানাই | 

আপনি আমার অন্তরের গভীর প্রীতিস্পর্শ গ্রহণ করুন। Rea 


অচিন্ত্যকুমীর সেনগুপ্ত 


বালীগঞ্জ 

কলিকাতা 
কল্যাণীয়েষুঃ 

তোমার ‘দেশে দেশে চলি উড়ে’ বইখানি পড়িয়া অত্যন্ত তৃপ্তি- 

লাভ করিলাম। দেখিতেছি মিঃ কাট্জুর কথাই ফলিয়াছে__তুমি সঙ্গীতে 
ও নৃত্যে আমেরিকা ও অন্যান্য দেশ জয় করিয়া এবং তোমার Cultural 
Mission সার্থক হইয়াছে । ওদেশে সর্বত্র সুকণ্ডের সমাদর আছে এবং 
তুমি তোমার ভুবনবিজয়ী কণ্ঠসঙ্গীতে আমেরিকার মনকে সত্যই জয় 
করিয়াছ__সে সম্বন্ধে আমার সন্দেহ নাই । তোমার বইখানি আমি একবার 
পড়িয়া শেষ করিয়াছি এবং আবার পড়িতে শুরু করিয়াছি | তোমার শুধু 
সুরে নহে-_বর্ণনভঙ্গীতেও একটা মাদকতা আছে। যতবার পড়ি, ততই 
ভাল লাগে । তোমার কথার মাঝে একটি ছন্দ স্বতঃ প্রস্ফুটিত হয় এবং 
তাহাতে মনে যে দোলা লাগে, তাহার অনুরণন অনেকক্ষণ পর্যন্ত বাহিত 
হয়। আমি চিরদিন তোমার গানের পক্ষপাতী । এমন কণ্ঠ জীবনে আমি 
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বেশী শুনি নাই। পপ্তিচেরির আশ্রমে দেখিয়াছি, নানাদেশীয় শ্রোতা 
তোমার গান নীরবে শুনিয়া উৎফুল্ল হইয়া উঠিয়াছিলেন। সে সব শ্রোতার 
মধ্যে যে ইউরোপীয় ভদ্রমহিলা ও ভদ্রলোক থাঁকিতেন, তাহাদের মুখে 
তোমার গানের সুখ্যাতি শুনিয়া আমিও গৌরববোধ করিয়াছি। তোমার 
সঙ্গীতের জলসার বিবরণ পড়িতে পড়িতে মনে পড়িত সেইসব সন্ধ্যার 
কথা, যখন তোমার সঙ্গীতের উৎসবে জনমণ্ডলী Za হইয়া উঠিতেন। 
সে ত’ একদিনের কথা নহে! তোমার বাল্যকালের কথা কি মনে 
পড়ে? যখন তোমার স্বগীয় পিতৃদেবের সঙ্গে সুর মিশাইয়া তুমি গাহিতে 
ইরান দেশের কাজী” “বাহবা নন্দলাল’ প্রভৃতি গান !__তখন 
দ্বিজেন্দ্রলাল afeal স্টীটে থাকিতেন। তোমার বয়স হয়ত ১০1১১। 
সেদিন থেকে তোমার সঙ্গীত-প্রতিভা আমি লক্ষ্য করিয়া আসিতেছি। 
তোমার সুরে বর্তমানে যে দরদ ও কারুকার্য ফুটিয়া উঠিয়াছে, তাহা আমাদের 
কেন, সমগ্র ভারতের গৌরবের বিষয়। শ্রীঅরবিন্দের পদরেণুপূত আশ্রমে 
থাকিয়া তোমার সুরসাধনায় যে শক্তি ও স্বর্গীয় ভাবের আবির্ভাব 
হইয়াছে তাহার তুলনা নাই। তোমার ইংরাজী ও জার্মান গান 
কলিকাতায়ও শুনিয়াছি।__কি অপূর্ব বিকাশ ! সুরের কি অপূর্ব ইন্দ্রজাল 
তুমি রচনা করিয়াছ!_তুমি হয়ত তাহার সন্ধান রাখ না। কিন্ত 
আমরা শ্রোতা হিসাবে তাহার প্রত্যেকটি বর্ণ ও প্রত্যেকটি তরঙ্গ হৃদয়ের 
অনুভূতি দিয়া অনুভব করি এবং পুলকিত হই। 
নৃত্য সম্বন্ধে আমার অভিজ্ঞতা অতি সামান্য । কিন্তু ইন্দিরা 
দেবীকে শিগ্ারূপে পাইয়া তুমি নিশ্চয়ই কোনও অলৌকিক বস্তুর সন্ধান 
পাইয়াই। তোমার বর্ণনা এবং ইন্দিরা দেবীর চরিত্র সম্বন্ধে তুমি যাহা 
লিখিয়াছ, তাহা পড়িয়া মনে হয় তিনি অলৌকিক ভাবের অধিকারিণী। 
ইন্দিরা দেবীর কয়েকটি বক্তৃতা পড়িলাম__-আমার খুব ভাল লাগিল। 
তুমি বার্টরাণ্ড রাসেলের সঙ্গে এবং অল্ডাস হাক্সলির সঙ্গে যেরূপ 
আলাপ আলোচনা করিয়াছ, তাহাতে মনে হয় যে, Cultural Mission- 
এর জন্য প্রেরণ করিবার ইন্দিরা দেবী ও তুমিই উপযুক্ত পাত্র। ভারতীয় 
সংস্কৃতির তোমরাই ব্যাখ্যাকারক ও বাহক | সুতরাং, তোমাদের “সংস্কৃতির 
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রাষ্ট্রদূত’ হিসাবে নিয়োগ করিয়া বর্তমান ভারতীয় সরকার সঙ্গত কার্যই 
করিয়াছেন | 

তুমি শ্ামাপ্রসাঁদ মুখোপাধ্যায় সম্বন্ধে যাহ! লিখিয়াছ তাহা আমি 
সম্পূর্ণ অনুমোদন করি। আবার সেই জুন মাসের ২৩শে আসিতেছে। 
_ কিন্ত, তিনি বঙ্গদেশকে আঁধার করিয়া চলিয়া গিয়াছেন। তাহার 
অনুরূপ আর কাহাকেও দেখিতে পাই না। তুমি ভেনিসের Friari 
Church-a শিল্পী ক্যানোভার ‘সারকোফাগাস্‌’ নিশ্চয়ই দেখিয়াছ ? 
ক্যানোভার শব পড়িয়া আছে__কতকগুলি রমণী শোকে আকুলা»_ভেনিস 
gada রোদনবতী। ইটালী বলিষ্ঠ হস্তে একটি বল্লম ধরিয়া দীড়াইয়া 
আছে i ভবিষ্যতের দিকে তার দৃষ্টি। ইটালী চাহিয়া আছে অনাগতের 
দিকে__ক্যানোভার স্থান গ্রহণ করিতে অন্য কেহ আসে কিনা তাহা 


দেখিবার জন্য | 
ভ্রীখগেক্দনাথ মিত্র 


Charu Avenue, Tollygunge 
CALCUTTA 33 

CAZAT, 

ভাই দিলীপ, তোমার “দেশে দেশে চলি উড়ে’ বইখানা যখন পাই 
তখন text-book নিয়ে বড় ব্যস্ত ছিলাম__মোটামুটি চোখ বুলিয়েছিলাম 
ভালো করে পড়ে জবাব দেব ভেবে রেখেছিলাম । তারপর আর মনে 
ছিল না । তোমার এ বই নানা কারণে চমৎকার | তোমার গ্রন্থে পেয়েছি, 

১। দেশবিদেশের বিদ্বংসমাজ ও রসিকসমাঁজের পরিচয় | 

২। দেশবিদেশের ভৌগোলিক, রাজনীতিক ও সাংস্কৃতিক তথ্যে 
পরিপূর্ণ তোমার গ্রন্থ ৷ 

৩। উপন্যাসের চেয়ে ঢের বেশি সরস ভঙ্গীতে রচনা । যথাযথ 
কবিতাংশের উদ্ধৃতি | 
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81 প্রাচ্য ও পাশ্চান্তের ভাব বিনিময়__বহুস্থলে ভাব সমন্বয় | 

৫। ভারতীয় আধ্যাত্মিক ভাবধারার দেশে দেশে প্রচারের বার্তা | 

wl পুস্তকের সর্বাঙ্গে তোমার উদীর মধুর রসভরপুর প্রেমীবেগ- 
ঘন (hyphea) হৃদয়ের কবোফ্ম্পর্শ | 

ভাই, তোমার বই পড়ে অনেক শিখলাম, উপভোগ করলাম, 
আনন্দ পেলাম, মুগ্ধ Pata | 

তুমি বাংলার মানুষ হয়ে জন্মেছিলে, নিজের সাধনার গুণে হয়েছ 
সারা ভারতের, —4 বই পড়তে পড়তে মনে হ'ল, তুমি সারা বিশ্বেরই মানুষ | 
তোমার দৃষ্টি বিশ্বজনীন, তোমার সাংস্কৃতিক পরিবেশ ও পরিসর সর্বজনীন | 
তোমার গৌরবে আমি গৌরব অনুভব করি। যে ভারতীয় সংস্কৃতি 
আমার কবিপ্রাণের বস্তু তুমি তার দেশে দেশে প্রচার করছ। তত্ব ও রস, 
শিল্পিত্ব ও পাণ্ডিত্য, অসামান্য হৃদয়াবেগ ও ধীশক্তির অপূর্ব হরগৌরী মিলন 
ঘটেছে তোমার জীবনে । তোমাকে আমি প্রাণ ভ'রে আশীর্বাদ করছি__ 
তুমি শতঞ্জীব হও, তোমার স্থষ্টি মৃত্যুপ্রয় হোক, তোমার কণ্ঠ চিরঞ্জীব 
হয়ে থাকুক। তোমার ভালবাসা পেয়ে আমি ধন্য। ইতি তোমার 
চিরশুভার্থী-_ 

শ্রীকালিদাস রায় 


Legislative Council 
West Bengal 
CALCUTTA 
১৪।৩1৫৫ 


শ্রীযুক্ত দিলীপকুমার রায় সমীপে 
প্রিয়বরেষুঃ 
আপনার প্রীতির নিদর্শন স্বরূপ আপনার নূতন প্রকাশিত বই ‘দেশে 
দেশে চলি উড়ে আজ ছুই দিন হইল হস্তগত হইয়াছে । আমার বিশেষ 
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ধন্যবাদ জানিবেন। ভ্রমণ করার নেশা আমারও আছে, তবে আপনার 
মত বা বন্ধুবর শ্রীযুক্ত কালিদাস নাগের মত অত ঘুরিবার সৌভাগ্য আমার 
হয় নাই। Rewa বা অন্ুকল্পে, ভ্রমণ-বৃত্তান্ত পাঠে আনন্দ পাই। 
আপনার লেখা বইখানি atas পড়িয়া দেখিবার স্থযোগ এখনও পাই 
নাই_-তবে পাত! উপ্টাইয়া গিয়াছি, মাঝে মাঝে অনেকখানি করিয়া 
পড়িয়াছি। আপনি ভারতের শাশ্বত বাণী প্রচারের মহান্‌ কার্ষভার 
লইয়া বিদেশ যাত্রা করিয়াছিলেন, আপনার উদ্দেশ্য যে সফল ও সার্থক 
হইয়াছে তাহাতে কোনও সন্দেহ নাই। আপনি যে ধনের অধিকারী 
হইয়াঁছেন তাহা! আমার কাছে স্থুদুরের বস্তু হইয়াই রহিয়াছে__বা রহিয়া 
গেল-_কোনও প্রকারের অনুভুতি বা উপলব্ধি এখনও এ জীবনে হইল Al | 
অথচ এই অনুভুতি বা সাক্ষাৎপ্রাপ্তি না ঘটিলে, অথবা প্রজ্ঞাদ্ধারা 
sena কিছুটা আভাস মনের মধ্যে না আসিলে কোনও আধ্যাত্মিক 
সংস্কৃতির প্রকাশ বা! প্রচার সম্ভবপর নহে। আপনি গায়ক ও কবি, 
গুণী ও রসিক, এবং Bias আপনার ভূয়োদর্শন আছে, সুতরাং এই 
কয়টি দুর্লভ গুণে আপনার বইখানি যে একটি লক্ষণীয় andal করিতে 
সমর্থ হইয়াছে, সে বিষয়ে সন্দেহ নাই। আপনার লেখনী উত্তরোত্তর 
অধিকতর জয়ন্তী যুক্ত হউক, এবং যে আদর্শ লইয়া আপনি অগ্রসর হইয়াছেন 
তাহা! পৃথিবীতে স্বর্গরাজ্য আনিতে সাহায্য করুক। ইতি। 


আপনার বশংবদ 
শ্রীস্বনীতিকুমার চট্টোপাধ্যায় 


* * * 


রাজপুর 
দেরাছুন 
; ৪ঠ| এপ্রিল, ১৯৫৫ 
পরম কল্যাণীয় দিলীপ, 
তোমার নূতন প্রকাশিত “দেশে দেশে চলি উড়ে বইখানা 
যথাসময়েই পেয়েছিলুম। প্রাপ্তি স্বীকারে বড় দেরি হয়ে গেল। তার 
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কারণও আছে। বই পেয়েই পড়তে আরম্ভ করলুম। মীরাও ছাড়ল না 
_সে-ও পড়তে সুরু করে দিল। পালা করে এইরকম পড়তে একটু 
দেরি হয়ে গেল। 

বইখানা খুবই সুখপাঠ্য হয়েছে। তোমার নিজস্ব লেখার GABE 
সুন্দর ভাবে ফুটিয়েছ। লেখার ভিতর কোনো কষ্টসাধ্য চেষ্টা নেই__ 
অবলীলাক্রমে লিখে গেছ-_পড়তে পড়তে পাঠক যখন লেখকের সঙ্গে 
কোনো তফাৎ বোধ করে না তখনই লেখা সার্থক ZF | 

বইটা আমার বিশেষ ভাবে ভাল লেগেছে__কেন-না তোমরা যে 
সব জায়গায় গেছ তার অধিকাংশই আমার কাছে “চেন! দিনের গন্ধ আসে’ | 
তোমাদের ভ্রম্ণ-কাহিনীর ভিতর দিয়ে ঘরে বসেই “দেশে দেশে গেলাম 
ww’ | 

আবার কবে এদিকে আসছ? আগে থেকে যেন জানতে পারি। 
ইন্দিরা ও তোমাকে আমার আন্তরিক শুভকামনা জানাই । ইতি__ 


ada 
(রথীন্দ্রনাথ ঠাকুর ) 


31, Southern Avenue, 
CALOUTTA-29 
20. 4. 55 

পরম স্মেহভাজনেষু, 

প্রিয় দিলীপ, 

তোমার “দেশে দেশে চলি উড়ে’ বইখানি ঠিকই পেয়েছি । তবে 
বইখানি সম্বন্ধে একটু ভুল হয়েছিল-_খগেনবাঁবুর বইখানা আমার কাছে 
ও আমার বইখাঁনা খগেনবাবুর কাছে চলে যায়। তারপর গত রবিবার 
খগেনবাবুর বাড়ীতে রবিবাঁসরের অধিবেশন উপলক্ষে তার সঙ্গে দেখা 
হয় ও বইখানি বদল করা হয়। বইখানি বাড়ী নিয়ে এসে তোমার বিশেষ 
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anak চোখে পড়লো। এ সময়টা আমাদের খুব ব্যস্ততার সময়। 
এতদিন বিধান সভা চলছিল-_তারপর পরীক্ষার খাত! ঘাড়ে এসে চেপেছে। 
এই মূৰ্তিমান উপদ্রবগুলো ঝেড়ে ফেলতে না পারলে স্বস্তি পাওয়া যায় না। 
তারপর সাতদিন আগে কলেজ পরিদর্শন ও সেই রাস্তায় দেশে ও দেওঘরে 
কতকগুলো ভার তাগিদ ছিল, সেগুলো সেরে সবে কাল এসে 
কলকাতায় পৌছেছি ও পৌছেই তোমার চিঠি পেলাম। এই সমস্ত কাজের 
চাপে প্রায় সাহিত্যিক গোষ্ঠী থেকে খারিজই হয়ে গেছি | তোমার বই-এর 
উপরু মতামত দিতে এই জন্যেই একটু দেরি হচ্ছে। 

তোমার বই-এর ২৩ অধ্যায় বইখানা হাতে নিয়েই পড়ে ফেলি। 
বইখানিতে তোমার স্বভাবসিদ্ধ সাহিত্যিক গুণগুলির পূর্ণ ও পরিণত 
বিকাশ দেখতে পেয়ে বিশেষ মুগ্ধ হয়েছি। তোমার সরস বর্ণনাভঙ্গী 
ও জীবন সমালোচনা, তোমার বিভিন্ন দেশের সামাজিক রীতি-নীতি ও 
উৎসব ও শিল্পকলার মর্মে প্রবেশের অদ্ভুত ক্ষমতা, তোমার চিত্তের সহজ 
সৌন্দর্যগ্রাহিতা ও সমস্ত লেখার মধ্যে তোমার অন্তরের দরদ ঢালা স্সিগ্ধ 
স্পর্শ_সব মিশে বইখানিকে আশ্চর্য রকম আকর্ষণীয় করেছে। 
রবীন্দ্রনাথকে আমরা বিশ্বকবি আখ্যায় ভূষিত করি, fee কবিতার 
সার্বজনীন আবেদন কেবল বিদগ্ধমগ্ুলীর মধ্যেই সীমাবদ্ধ_সাধারণ লোক 
শুধু কাব্যরস আস্বাদনের দ্বারা জাতিতে জাতিতে পার্থক্যের গণ্ডী অতিক্রম 
করতে পারবে না । কিন্তু তোমার লেখা পড়ে মনে হচ্ছে আমরা সত্য সত্যই 
বিশ্বমানবের অঙ্গীভূত হবার উপযুক্ত মনোবৃত্তি অর্জন করেছি। কোন 
জাতির শিল্পকলা, সামাজিক উৎসব ও শিষ্টাচার রীতির মধ্যে যে পরিচয়টুকু 
নিহিত আছে, সেটি গভীরভাবে অনুভব করতে পারলেই তাদের স্বরূপটি 
উপলব্ধি করা সম্ভব । যথার্থ শিল্পীর চোখ দিয়ে বিদেশকে দেখলে তবেই 
বিদেশ দেশের মতই আপনার হয়ে ওঠে । বিশেষত গম্ভীর তত্বান্বেষণ বর্জন 
করে যদি খোস মেজাজের খোল! বাতাসে বিদেশের পরিচয় গ্রহণ করা 
হয়, তবে লেখকের চিত্তপ্রসন্নতার স্পর্শে ই সমস্ত অর্গল খুলে যায় ও 
সমস্ত ব্যবধান বিলুপ্ত হয়। তোমার স্বভাব প্রসন্ন, সৌন্দর্য ও স্থরুচির 
আবেদনে সাড়। দিবার জন্য উন্মুখ, দরদী মনটিই তোমাকে এই দৌত্যকার্ধের 
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জন্য অনন্যসাধারণ দক্ষতা মণ্ডিত করেছে। তোমার মনের স্পর্শ লেগেই 
দেশ-বিদেশ আমাদের কাছে একান্ত প্রিয় হয়ে উঠেছে। এটি খুব বিরল 
গুণ এবং এই গুণ প্রকৃতির দাক্ষিণ্যে ও দীর্ঘ অনুশীলনের ফলে তোমার 
মধ্যে পূর্ণ বিকশিত হয়েছে। বাঙ্গালা সাহিত্যের বদ্ধ হাওয়ায় এইরূপ 
কুয়াশা-কাটান দক্ষিণা হাওয়া বওয়াইবার কৃতিত্ব তুমি সম্পূর্ণভাবে অর্জন 
করেছ। তোমার দীর্ঘজীবন ও জাহিত্যসাধনায় আরও অগ্রগতি 
সর্বান্তঃকরণে কামনা করি । 2fo— 











setelan 
গ্ৰীগ্ৰীকুমার বন্দ্যোপাধ্যায় 


P 26, Raja Basanta Rd. 
CALOUTTA-29 


জুন, ১৯৫৫ 
ভাই দিলীপ, | 
আপনার “দেশে দেশে চলি উড়ে’ একটানা অনেকখানি পড়ে 
একটু লিখছি। এমন প্রাণভরা স্বরে গাথা লেখা অনেককাল পড়িনি 
_ পুর্ণ হৃদয়ে অভিনন্দন জানাচ্ছি। লর্ড রাসেলের বাড়িতে আলাপ গান 
qota বিবরণ পড়ে মনে পড়ে গেল লুগানৌতে আমাদের রাসেল 
রোল" হেসে ছৃহামেলের সঙ্গে কত গল্পালাপ, আনন্দের স্মৃতি! আপনাদের 
দুজনের এবার সার্থক শিল্পীর অভিযান! শ্রীমতী ইন্দিরা দেবী তার 
অপূর্ব নৃত্যচ্ছন্দে ভারতের চিরন্তন বাণীরই রূপ দিয়েছেন ঃ গুরুর উপযুক্ত 
শিষ্যা তিনি-__তাকে সকৃতজ্ঞ অভিনন্দন । পণ্তিচেরিতে একদিন আপনার 
সঙ্গীতসভায় বন্ধু ৬ শ্যামাপ্রসাদের সঙ্গে তার faa আতিথ্য উপভোগ 
করেছি, আবার হয়ত কোনোদিন পুনার আশ্রমেও হাজির হব। কাল 
শ্যামাপ্রসাদের স্মারক সভায় আপনার কথা মনে হ'ল-_-একালের তরুণদের 
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প’ড়ে শোনালাম। আপনার get? অধ্যায়ের ভ্রাম্যমীণের কাহিনী 
মুগ্ধ হয়ে পড়ে ফেলেছি, এবার আমেরিকা পর্বের ২৫০ পাত৷! শেষ 
করেই আবার পত্রাঘাত করব। স্বাধীন ভারতের আন্বাসাডর বাউলের 
জয়ধ্বনি করি! মস্ত কাজ ক'রে এসেছেন__অ-স্থুর লোকেও YA অমৃত 
ছন্দের লাবণ্য পরিবেষণ কণরে ! ধন্যবাদ! ইতি__ 
গ্রীতিমুগ্ধ 
ভ্রীকালিদাস নাগ 


স্মৃতি 

প্রথম বিশ্বযুদ্ধ সুরু হ'ল। প্রায় সেই সঙ্গেই স্থরু করলাম অধ্যাপক- 
জীবন আমাদের শিক্ষাকেন্দ্র Scottish Church AI ১৯১৯ সাল 
পর্যন্ত কত ছাত্র পেলাম, তাদের মধ্যে বিশেষভাবে মনে পড়ে সুভাষচন্দ্র 
বস্থ ও দিলীপকুমার রায়কে | এঁর! কেউ ইতিহাসের ছাত্র নন, কিন্ত বাংলার 
তথ! ভারতের ইতিহাসে এঁদের আসন পাকা | 

দিলীপের পিতৃদেব মনীষী দ্বিজেন্দ্রলাল রায় অকালে একমাত্র পুত্র 
দিলীপকে রেখে যান; তাকে দেখবার সৌভাগ্য হয়নি। কিন্তু দিলীপের 
মেসোমশীই ৬গিরীশচন্দ্র শর্মা আমাদের “মণ্ড! ক্লাবের” সদস্ত ছিলেন; 
তার বাড়ীতে দিলীপের মাসিমার কাছে তার ছেলেবেলার গল্প ও সঙ্গীতে 
প্রতিভার কথা শুনেছি। আমার কলেজে 73. 9০. পরীক্ষা দেবেন দিলীপ, 
Gla তদ্বিরও করেছিলাম | 

১৯২০ সালে লণ্ডনে পৌছে আবার সুভাষ ও দিলীপের সঙ্গে দেখা | 
দোতলা বাসে চড়ে শহর পরিক্রমার মধ্যে দিলীপ পড়ে শোনালেন তার 
নবলন্ধ চিঠি, স্ুর-শিল্পী Romain Rolland লিখিত। আমিও প্যারিস 
বিশ্ববিদ্যালয়ে যোগ দিয়ে রম্যা রল! ও তার একমাত্র ভগ্নী মাদলেনের কাছে 
এসেছি; ভগ্বীকে বাংলা পড়াই আর মনীষী দাদার সঙ্গে প্রথম পাঠ__ 
“গান্ধী-চরিত” এবং ক্রমশ “শ্রীরামকৃষ্ণ” ও “বিবেকানন্দ”। 
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প্যারিসে ; সেখানে টেনে এনেছি বন্ধুবর সুনীতি চাটুজ্জেকেও। সবাই 
মিলে কী আনন্দে দিনগুলি কাটত। আমাদের অধ্যাপক জুল্‌ রক (Jules | 
Bloch) থাকতেন পোপ্িলেনের বিখ্যাত শিল্প-কেন্দ্র Sevres গ্রামে। | 
এক ফুটন্ত KAN আমরা তিনজনে সেখানে হাজির; অপূর্ব সে 
উপবনের শোভ! ; আকাশের টাদের সঙ্গে যেন পাল্লা দিয়ে ফরাসী পাপিয়৷ 
তানের প্লাবন বইয়ে দিয়েছে! তার মধ্যে আমরা ধরলাম দ্রিলীপকে_- 
গান শোনান! তার কণ্ঠে NST ও মাধুর্যের এমন সমন্বয় হত যে শুধু 
বাঙালী আমর! নয়_-বিদেশী কত সমজদার মুগ্ধ হয়েছে দেখেছি, আর 
আশা করেছি দিলীপ এক্ষেত্রে নাম রেখে যাঁবেন। সুরবিন্যাসে তিনি বাণীর 
FAAS | 

১৯২২ সালে Swiss-zm Lugano কুলে আমরা দুজনেই আবার 
নিমন্ত্রণ পেলাম আন্তর্জাতিক শান্তি ও স্বাধীনতার বৈঠকে । ইউরোপ ও 
আমেরিকার নারীসজ্ঘের গড়ে তোল! এই প্রতিষ্ঠান নীরবে বিরাট কাজ 
করে এসেছে (Women’s International League for Peace and 
Freedom) ; রম্য! sai ও তীর ভগ্নী ত আছেনই, তাদের সঙ্গে Emily 
Bulsch & Herman Hesse (উভয়েই পরে নোবেল লরিয়েট্‌ ), 
আবার এসেছেন ফরাসী Academy-a সদস্ত 0. Duhamel ও ইংরেজ 
দার্শনিক Bertrand Russell | এঁদের কথা দিলীপ বাংলায় ও ইংরেজিতে 
অনেক কিছু লিখে ছেপেছেন, পড়ে বহুলোক আনন্দ পেয়েছেন। আমার 
প্রথম প্রকাশ্য ভাষণ Greater India—qzea ভারত এবং ইংরেজ-বন্দী 
গান্ধীজীর বিষয়ে “নিভৃত” আলোচনা__[01980-শিক্ত Birukov এর 
সভাপতিত্বে__এই Lugano শহরেই করেছিলাম । বন্ধুবর দিলীপ তার 
সাক্ষী আছেন; আর অধিবেশন শেষে তার দেবনিন্দিত কণ্ঠে ভারতীয় 
Classical মার্গ-সঙ্গীতের বঙ্কার এখনো আমার কানে বাজে। সার্থক, 
Soloist দিলীপকুমার-_বিদেশে ভারতের কত বড় প্রচার করে এসেছেন। 
| দেশে ফিরেই দেখি ভারতে দিলীপ আবার ভ্রাম্যমাণ ! কত অজানা 
| সুর ও স্ুর-শিল্পীদের সন্ধান ও সমালোচনা! করে ঘুরছেন-_এ যেন এক নূতন 
| 170 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| ; ১৯২১-২২ সালে ইউরোপ পরিক্রমার মধ্যে দিলীপ প্রায় আসতেন 
] 





ই ee 











GOLDEN BOOK 


সুর-সাহিত্য AA | সুরের গুরু রবীন্দ্রনাথের আশীর্বাদ তিনি পেয়েছেন 
অথচ দিলীপের স্বকীয়তা কত তর্ক-বিতর্কে সুস্পষ্ট হয়েছে । সঙ্গীত নিয়ে 
বৈয়াকরণিক aga নয়, সরল ভাষায় বিচার ও দরদ-ভরা অনুভূতির পরিচয় 
দিয়ে দিলীপ বাংল! সঙ্গীত-সাহিত্যকে পরিপুষ্ট করেছেন। 

ক্রমশ এক বিরাট পুরুষ-সাধক ও কবি শ্রীঅরবিন্দের আশ্রয়ে 
এসে তার জীবনে ও রচনায় আর এক নূতন পর্যায় যেন শুরু হ'ল। সেখানে 
দিলীপকে ধার! দেখেছেন তারা বলবেন। আমি আবার তার সুরের মন্ত্র 
সেকালের মত মুগ্ধ হয়েছি, যখন প্রীঅরবিন্দ বিশ্ববিদ্যালয় প্রতিষ্ঠার সময় 
| পণ্তিচেরিতে বন্ধুবর ৬গ্ঠামাপ্রসাদের সঙ্গে দিলীপের ঘরে গেলাম। তার 
শিষ্যা শ্রীমতী ইন্দিরাকে সেখানেই দেখি। পঞ্জাব-ছুহিতা হিন্দী ভজন ও 
আধন-সঙ্গীত রচনায় তন্ময় | 

দিলীপ ও ইন্দিরা পণ্ডিচেরি ছেড়ে ভূ-প্রদক্ষিণে বেরুলেন ; আমিও 
যুদ্ধোত্তর ইউরোপ ও আমেরিকা কতটা বদলেছে দেখে দেশে ফিরে পেলাম 
দিলীপের নূতন বই--দেশে দেশে চলি উড়ে! সেই সময় তার ভগ্নী 
মায়াদেবী আবার দিয়ে গেলেন দাদা’র বড় নভেল “দোলা”; এমনি কত 
সার্থক রচনার ভিতর দিয়ে ভাবুক ও সাহিত্যিক দিলীপকুমার বাংল! 
সাহিত্যকে সমৃদ্ধ করেছেন | 

আবার এ যুগের গণ-শিক্ষার প্রধান উপাদান Film জগতেও 
উচ্চাঙ্গ সঙ্গীতের পরিবেশন দিলীপকুমার কতটা করেছেন ও করতে পারেন 
তাঁর আভাষ পেয়েছি আমরা সুব্বলক্ষ্মীর “মীরা” ও “মাথুর” প্রভৃতি fora | 

এমনি কত ক্ষেত্রে দিলীপকুমার কাজ করে গেছেন__ভাবলে বিস্ময় 
জাগে। বাঙালীদের এদিকে সজাগ করবার জন্য তার যেসব বন্ধু ও 
ভক্তবৃন্দ "্মারক-গ্রন্থখানি প্রকাশ করেছেন তাদের সাধুবাদ করি, আর 
. ‘সেকেলে’ ছাদে বন্ধু-স্তবন ক'রে অপটু কলমে ors কথা লিখে শ্রীতি- 
ag দিলাম | 


কোজাগরী পূর্ণিমা শ্রীকালিদাঁস নাগ 
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ছেলেটির বয়েস কতই বা হবে, বড় জোর বার কি তের বছর। 
বাড়ীতে এসেছে এক নতুন চাকর, কাজকর্ম তো পারেই না, তার ওপর 
কথাও শোনে al কারুর, ভারী একগুঁয়ে । তাকে শাসন করতেই ছেলেটি 
একদিন মারলে এক চড়। চাকর গিয়ে নালিশ করল কর্তার কাছে। 
কর্তা ডেকে পাঠালেন দাঁদাবাবুকে। রাগে থমথম করছে তার মুখ, 
জিজ্ঞেস করলেন, ওকে মেরেছে? 

তাতে কি হয়েছে? e 

— হয়েছে জানো না? কাওয়াডিশ হয়েছে। 

ছেলেটি ভয়ে ভয়ে বলে, কত বাড়ীতেই তো চাকরকে মারে। 

- মারে তারাই যারা কাপুরুষ। তুমি ওকে মেরেছে এই জেনেই 
যে সে তোমায় ফিরে মারতে পারবে না। 

একটু থেমে বল্লেন, তোমাকে আমার মারতে ইচ্ছে হলেও আমি 
মারি না যে কারণে। 

ছেলেটি কেঁদে ফেলে। বাবা কিন্তু আদর করলেন না। বল্লেন, 
যাও, আর কখনও মেরো না। বলেই চাকরকে একট! পাঁচ টাকার নোট 
বকশিশ দিলেন। 

কবি দ্বিজেন্দ্রলাল জীবনে ছু'তিন বারের বেশী রুক্ষ কথা বলেননি 
পুত্র দিলীপকুমারকে । কিন্তু তারই মধ্যে ধরিয়ে দিয়ে গিয়েছিলেন জীবনের 
মূল agfa | 


ছুই 
তখন বাংলাদেশে দ্বিজেন্দ্রলালের গানের cate বইছে। আসরে, 
সভায়, নাটকে, বাড়ীতে সব জায়গাতেই দ্বিজেন্দ্র-সঙ্গীত। দ্বিজেন্দ্রলালের 
আত্মীয়-স্বজনের মধ্যে গানের চর্চা তখন প্রবল। ছোট ছোট শিশুরাও 
তখন গান শিখছে। অতএব দিলীপকুমারও যে তিন চার বছর বয়েস 
থেকেই বাবার গান করতেন, এতে আর আশ্চর্য কি। খুব ছোটবেলা 
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থেকেই দিলীপকুমার ও তার ছোট বোন মায়া থিয়েটার দেখতে যেতেন, 
সেই সব শোনা গানই গাইতেন বেশী। থিয়েটার থেকে ফিরে এলে কবি 
দ্বিজেন্দ্রলাল ছেলেমেয়েকে পরীক্ষা করতেন কার ক’টা গানের লাইন 
মনে আছে। 

কিন্ত পুরো! গান শেখার তখন অনেক বাকী । প্রথম গান 
দিলীপকুমার শিখলেন, 'দুর্গাদাস’ নাটক থেকে__ 

তবে আর কেন বহে মলয় পবন আর কেন পাখী গাহে গান, 

মোর হৃদয় FOG সুখ মধুমাস হয়ে গেছে যবে অবসান | 

» গান শুনে বাহবা দিলেন অনেকেই, কিন্তু সবচেয়ে উৎফুল্ল হলেন 

দিলীপকুমারের মেসোমশাই ৬গিরীশচন্দ্র শর্মা। কতজনের কাছে নিয়ে 
গিয়ে সগৌরবে বলতেন, শোন একবার এইটুকু ছেলের গল! কি আশ্চর্য 
কাপে। 

কিন্তু ও সঙ্গে এটাও বলতেন, মন্ট,র গল! যেমন কীপে তেমন মিষ্টি নয় ! 

ঠিক এই সময় চার বছর বয়স্ক মাস্টার মদনের গান শুনলেন 
দিলীপকুমার। সে কি জয়জয়কার ! একটি তাকিয়ার উপর বসে সে গাইল 
বালক Has গান £ কোথা হে প্রাণসখা, কোথা তুমি দয়াময়, অসময়ে 
রাসবিহারী ঠেলো নাকো পায়। 

গান শুনে মুগ্ধ হলেন দিলীপকুমার। শুরু করলেন সাংঘাতিক রকম 
গলা সাঁধা। ছু'মাসের মধ্যে আশ্চর্য ফল হল। গ্রামোফোনে লালচাদ 
বড়ালের গান শুনে দিলীপকুমার তার অধিকাংশই শিখে ফেল্লেন। 
কত সময় তন্ময় হয়ে গাইতেন, একি রূপ হেরি হেরি-_-সেই বার ইঞ্চি 
রেকর্ডের গান। সুরকার দ্বিজেন্দ্রলাল সে গান শুনে মুগ্ধ হয়ে অন্যদের 
বলতেন, শোন একবার ওর তান। ছেলে আমার সাংঘাতিক গাইয়ে হবে 
বড় হয়ে। দেখে নিও সার! বাংলাদেশে ওর জুড়ি থাকবে নাঁ। 


| তিন 
দিলীপকুমারের দাঁদামশাই নামজাদা হোমিওপ্যাথ, ডাক্তার প্রতাপ- 
চন্দ্র মজুমদার । তিনি ছিলেন অদ্ভুত রকমের স্বভাব-সংযমী পুরুষ। ভোর 
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পাঁচটার সময় উঠতেন। সাড়ে সাতটায় চা পান সেরে বেরুতেন রুগী 
দেখতে । ফিরতেন দুপুরবেলা একটা নাগাদ ! তারপর দাঁড়ি কামানো 
গরমজলে att সেরে আহার। আহারের পর দশ পনেরো! মিনিট গল্প। 
তারপর এক ঘণ্টা বিশ্রাম। উঠেই বাইরের ডিস্পেন্সারীতে যে সব রুগী 
অপেক্ষায় আছে তাদের ওষুধ দেওয়া । আবার রুগী দেখতে বেরুনো, 
ফিরে এসে অল্প আহার। আধ ঘন্টা গল্প। তারপরই ঘুম। তার 
এ দৈনন্দিন রুটানের বড় একটা নড়চড় হ'ত না। তাই কবি দ্বিজেন্দ্রলাল 
ঠাট্টা করে বলতেন, পূর্বজন্মে শ্বশুরমশীয় ছিলেন ঘড়ি। 

দ্িজেন্দ্রলালের মৃত্যুর পর প্রায় দু’ বছর দিলীপকুমার ছিলেন 
দাঁদামশাই-এর থিয়েটার রোডের বাড়ীতে । দাঁদামশহি ঘড়ি ধরে চল্লেও 
নাতির সেদিকে হুশ থাকত না। বয়সের সঙ্গে সঙ্গে সঙ্গীতের প্রতি 
অনুরাগ তার তীব্র হয়ে উঠলো । বাড়ীতে প্রায়ই গাইয়ে বাজিয়ে ধরে 
নিয়ে আসেন দিলীপকুমার, অবিরাম চলে সঙ্গীত-চর্চা। সময়ের কে খেয়াল 
রাখে | .এ নিয়ে অনেকেই হয়ত অনেক কথা বলে, কেউ কেউ উপদেশও 
দেন। কিন্তু আশ্চর্য ! ডাক্তার প্রতাপ মজুমদার একটি কথাও বলতেন Al | 
এ শুধু স্নেহের আধিক্যে নয়, তিনি জানতেন তার নাতি পড়াশুনোয় 
অবহেল। করে না, ভোর রাত্রি থেকে নিচের ঘরে আলো জ্বালিয়ে পড়তে বসে 
সমবয়সী সুধীর মামার সঙ্গে (উত্তরকালে যিনি বিখ্যাত দন্ত-চিকিৎসক 
ডাক্তার সুধীর মজুমদার )। 

সামনে পরীক্ষা । দিলীপকুমার হয়তো খবর পেলেন বিখ্যাত জানকী- 
বাই গান করছে অমুকের বাড়ী। আর তাকে রাখে কে! দাদামশাই 
ঘুমিয়ে পড়লেই সমবয়সী মামাদের সাহায্যে ঠেলে গাড়ী বার করে 
(যাতে না বেশী শব্দ হয়) চল্লেন আসরে গান শুনতে | 

সময়ের কোন খেয়াল নেই, তন্ময় হয়ে গান শুনছেন দিলীপকুমার | 
জানকীবাই তারিফ করে বল্লেন, আহা কি সমঝদাঁর শ্রোতা | 

_ আমি আপনার অনেক গান রেকর্ড থেকে তুলে নিয়েছি। 

—a বাঃ, আপনি এগিয়ে AIFA I 

দিলীপকুমারকে সামনে বসিয়ে জানকীবাই সেদিন গান করলেন 
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একের পর এক, তাঁর অনিন্দ্যসুন্দর TITAL দিলীপকুমারের ফরমাশ 
মত গেয়ে গেলেন। মনে হ'ল সে আসরে যেন একজনই শ্রোতা ! 

উত্তর জীবনে দিলীপকুমারের সঙ্গীত সাধনার কথা আমরা সবাই 
জানি। ভারতের এমন কোন ওস্তাদ বা বাইজী ছিলেন না ধার গান তিনি 


' শোনেন নি। যেখানে যে গান যে তাল তার মনে ধরেছে, তখুনি ত! গলায় 


তুলে নিয়েছেন। বিদেশের সঙ্গীত-জগৎ থেকেও তিনি নিয়ে এলেন 
জয়মাল্য | 


. চার 

তখনও দ্বিজেন্দ্রলাল বেঁচে | দিলীপকুমারের বয়েস বছর তেরো হবে | 
“শ্রীরামকৃষ্ণ কথামৃতম্ঠ পড়ে মনে ভক্তির সঞ্চার হয়েছে। অথচ সংশয়ী মন 
অনেক সময় বিদ্রোহ করে। সন্দেহ হয় বইতে যা লেখা হয়েছে এসব কি 
সত্যি? একি শুধু ঠাকুরেরই কথা না শ্রী'মর বানানো গল্প | 

গ্ৰীম’ অর্থাৎ মহেন্দ্র গুপ্ত তখন থাকতেন আমহাস্ট” স্্রীটে । . একদিন 
সকালবেলা দিলীপকুমীর গেলেন তার সঙ্গে দেখা করতে, কি সুন্দর কান্তি! 
গৌরবর্ণ, শ্বেত শ্রী, ভাবে ভরা নয়ন, FRA TITA | 

দিলীপকুমারের পরিচয় জেনে খুশি হয়ে বললেন, তুমি ডি. এল. 
রায়ের ছেলে! এস বাবা, আমার কাছে এসে বস। 

দিলীপকুমার প্রণাম করে সলজ্জে বসলেন তার পাশে। শ্রীম? 
সঙ্মেহে মাথায় কপালে হাত বুলিয়ে জিজ্ঞেস করলেন, তা বাবা আমার 
কাছে কেন এলে বলতো ? 

কুষ্ঠিত দিলীপকুমার বললেন, ঠাকুরের কথ! শুনতে, আর যদি আঁপনি 
দয়া করে দেন আপনার ডায়েরীগুলে। দেখতে, যাতে ঠাকুরের কথা লেখা 


` আছে। 


তার গৌরবর্ণ মুখমণ্ডল লাল হয়ে উঠল, তিনি টেঁচিয়ে ডাকলেন, 
প্রভাস, প্রভাস, ছুটে আয় । দেখরে দেখ, এই দুধের ছেলে আমার কাছে 
এসেছে কিনা ঠাকুরের কথা শুনতে । কি ste! দেখ বাবা দেখ, আমার 
গায়ে কাটা দিচ্ছে। 
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দিলীপকুমার বিস্ময়ে তাকিয়ে দেখেন, সত্যিই ভার দেহ কাপছে 
আনন্দের বেগে। হাতের প্রতি রোম খাঁড়া হয়ে উঠেছে, চোখে জল ! 

দিলীপকুমার আবার প্রণাম করলেন। জগতের এই অপ্রতিদন্দী 
জীবনীকারকে। 

আশীর্বাদ করে বললেন, ধন্য তুমি, এমন পিতা পেয়েছ। আমাকে 
কথা দাও তুমি তোমার পিতৃদেবের কথাবার্তা টুকে রাখবে, টুক্রে! কথা, 
রসাল কথা, ভাবের কথা | 

__রাখব। 

_ শুধু তোমার বাবারই বা কেন বলছি, যখনই তুমি cata 
মহাঁপুরুষের কথা শুনবে, টুকে রাখবে। যা কিছু তোমার মনে ধরবে। 
CRE যেন ঝরছিল তার FD | 

এই প্রেরণার ফলেই তীর্থকরের RDI যার মধ্যে দিয়ে আমরা 
পেয়েছি রোমা রোলার মত শিল্পীকে, গান্ধীর মত মহাত্মাকে, বাট্রাণ্ড 
রাসেলের মত দার্শনিককে, রবীন্দ্রনাথের মত কবিকে, শ্রীঅরবিন্দের মত 
যোগীকে | তাদের ভিতর ও বাহিরের অন্তরঙ্গ রূপ দিলীপকুমার শ্রদ্ধার সঙ্গে 
আমাদের সামনে তুলে ধরেছেন। 


পাচ 

asal এক মেঘাচ্ছন্ন সকাল। সহপাঠী সুভাষচন্দ্ৰ দিলীপকুমারের 
কাছে এগিয়ে দিলেন একটা চিঠি। Rad তার মুখ । 

চিঠি এসেছে দেশ থেকে । সুভাষচন্দ্র আই. সি. এস পরীক্ষায় পাশ 
করে পদত্যাগ পত্র দাখিল করেছেন। সেই খবর পেয়েই তার বাবা ছুঃখিত 
হয়ে চিঠি লিখেছেন। সঙ্গে সঙ্গে দাদারাও। বাড়ীর লোকের সঙ্গে 
পরামর্শ না করে এ কাজ করা৷ সুভাষচন্দ্রের নাকি উচিত হয়নি। শুধু তাই 
নয়। পিতা জানকীনাথ এখবর শুনে পর্যন্ত অসুস্থ হয়ে পড়েছেন। 

বন্ধু দিলীপকুমার চিন্তিত স্বরে জিজ্ঞেস করেন, তাহলে কি করবে? 
এখন কি আর পদত্যাগ পত্র ফিরিয়ে নেওয়া যায় না? 

সুভাষচন্দ্র স্থির দৃষ্টিতে তাকিয়ে বলেন, এ কি বলছো দিলীপ | 
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__কিস্ত তোমার বাবা যে অসুস্থ। 

— জানি। কিন্তু কোন আদর্শকে আঁকড়ে ধরবার সময় বাড়ীর 
কথা ভাবলে তো আর চলে না । আমার জীবনে প্রথম হচ্ছে আমার আদর্শ, 
আমার দেশ। জানি তার জন্যে হারাতে হবে অনেক কিছু । একটু থেমে 
সুভাষচন্দ্র চিন্তিত, স্বরে বলেন, তবে একটা কথা আমি ভাবছি, এর পর 
আমার বাবা বোধহয় একটি পেনীও আমায় পাঠাবেন না, কি করে আমি 
দেশে ফিরব? 

বন্ধুর কথায় দিলীপকুমার আহত হন, এ দুশ্চিন্তার কি কারণ আছে, 
সুভাঁষ। আমি col রয়েছি। পরিস্থিতিকে যেন সহজ করার জন্তেই 
হেসে বলেন, তাছাড়া আমার তে! আর বাবা নেই যে আমার স্বাধীন ইচ্ছেয় 
বাধা দেবেন | 

সুভাষচন্দ্র দিলীপকুমারের কাছ থেকে নব্বই পাউণ্ড নিয়ে স্বদেশ 
যাত্রা করলেন। বন্ধুকে বিপদের দিনে সাহায্য করতে পেরে দিলীপকুমীরের 
মন আনন্দে ভরে ওঠে | 

সুভাষচন্দ্রের সঙ্গে দিলীপকুমারের বন্ধুত্ব চিরস্থায়ী । ভারতের বিভিন্ন 
শহরে তাদের দেখা হয়েছে | কত সময় সুভাষচন্দ্র বলেছেন, দিলীপ এখুনি 
তুমি আশ্রমের নির্জনতায় চলে যেও না, তোমাকে আমার প্রয়োজন আছে। 
দিলীপকুমার আশ্চর্য হয়ে জিজ্ঞেস করেছেন, এ তুমি কি বলছ সুভাষ, তুমি 
কত ব্যস্ত লোক! তুমি দেশপ্রেমিক। আমি একজন স্বপ্নবিলাসী। তুমি 
নিজেই তো আমাকে তাই বল। তাছাড়া কালে-ভদ্রে একবার হয়ত 
কলকাতায় আমাদের দেখা হয়। 

তুমি আমার জীবন জানো না দিলীপ । দিন নেই রাত নেই, 
আমাকে মিশতে হয় কত বিভিন্ন রকম লোকের সঙ্গে, তুমি থাকলে আমি 
অন্ততঃ একজনও অন্তরঙ্গ লোক পাব যার কাছে গিয়ে আমি মনের কথা 
বলতে পারি। 


সুভাষচন্দ্র আর দিলীপকুমার, দুজনের পথ আলাদা; মত আলাদা, 
কিন্তু বন্ধুত্ব প্রগাঢ়। 
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ছয় 

১৯২৪ সালের ফেব্রুয়ারী মাস, পুন! । হাসপাতালে মহাত্বা গান্ধী 
শুয়ে, সবে এ্যাপেগ্ডিসাইটিস্‌ অপারেশন হয়েছে। তখনও তিনি ধরতে 
- গেলে জেলে, জেল থেকেই তাকে হাসপাতালে পাঠানো হয়েছে। 
দিলীপকুমারের সঙ্গে মহাত্মাজীর এই প্রথম সাক্ষাৎকার। তিনি তানপুরা! 
নিয়ে গান করলেন, মীরার ভজন। গান শুনতে শুনতে মহাত্বাজীর প্রশান্ত 
উজ্জল চোখ অশ্রপূর্ণ হয়ে উঠল। বললেন, মীরার ভজন সুন্দর না হয়ে 
পারে! গান সম্বন্ধে কথা হল নানারকম। কথাপ্রসঙ্গে দিলীপকুমার 
বলেন, আমার অনেক সময়ই ভয় হয়েছে আপনি সঙ্গীতের প্রতি 
বিরপ। 

মহাত্মীজী স্মিত হাসেন, আমার সম্বন্ধে এতরকমের উদ্ভট ধারণা 
আকাশে বাতাসে চারিয়ে গেছে যে এখন আর কোন উপায়নেই। আমার 
প্রিয় বন্ধুরাও হাসেন যখন আমি বলি যে আমি নিজেকে একজন শিল্পী বলে 
মনে করি। 

_-আপনার কৃচ্ছ সাধনার দরুনই এ ধারণ! পাঁচজনের মনে আজ 
বদ্ধমূল হয়ে গেছে | 

_কিন্তু কেন তার! বুঝবে না যে ATA হ'ল জীবনের সবচেয়ে বড় 
শিল্প। শিল্প আসলে কি? না সরল সুষমা । আর সন্ন্যাস কি? না 
সরলতম সুষমাকে প্রতিদিনের জীবনে পরম সুন্দর করে ফুটিয়ে তোলা । 
সব চোখ-ধাঁধানো। কৃত্রিমতা বাদ দিয়ে প্রতিপদে খাঁটি থাকার সাধনা | 

কিন্ত তাহলে আপনাকে সবাই সঙ্গীত-শিল্প-বিমুখ মনে করল কি 
অপরাধে? 

মহাত্মাজী আবার অল্প হাসেন, সম্ভবত এই কারণে যে জীবনে অনেক 
কিছু শিল্প বলে শিরোপা পায় যাদের মধ্যে আমি কোন মহিমাই দেখতে 
পাই না। My values are different—caqa ধর আমি তাকে মহৎ 
শিল্প বলি না যার কদর শুধুই বিশেষজ্ঞদের কাছে। অর্থাৎ টেকনিকের 
অন্ধি-সন্ধি না জানলে যার কোন মাথা মুই পাওয়া যায় না। আমি মনে 
করি মহৎ শিল্পের আবেদন ঠিক প্রকৃতির সৌন্দর্যের মত বিশ্বজনীন | 
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দিলীপকুমার একটু চুপ করে থেকে জিজ্ঞেস করেন, শুনতে পাই e 
আপনি নাকি ঘরে ছবি টাঙ্গানোর বিরোধী | 

__কেন টাঙ্গাবো ছবি? যখন দেয়াল আমরা তুলেছি শুধু আশ্রয় 
নিতে, বাঁসা বাঁধতে । যাঁদের ভালো লাগে তারা ছবিতে ছবিতে দেয়াল 
ফেলুক না ছেয়ে, আমি তো! মানা করছি না। কেবল আমার প্রেরণার জন্যে 
ছবির কোন দরকার নেই। প্রকৃতিই আমার কাছে যথেষ্ট।. আজও তার 
রহস্তভাগ্ডার আমার কাছে তেমনি অফুরন্ত, আনন্দময়, স্বপ্নে-ভরা। 

একটু থেমে বলেন, মহৎজীবনের পটভূমিকা ন! থাকলে এই তথা- 
site মহৎ-শিল্প তুমি ফলিয়ে তুলবে কোথায় শুনি? 

শিল্প জীবনের চেয়ে বড়__-এই ধরণের হাস্তকর দাবী করলে তবেই 
আমি বলি যে ওতে আমি নেই। কারণ আমার কাছে সব চেয়ে বড় শিল্পী 
সেই যে সবচেয়ে মহৎ জীবন যাপন করে । আমি নামঞ্জুর করি শিল্পকে নয়, 
শিল্পের এই ধরণের গুমরকে, আত্মন্তরিতাকে | 

দিলীপকুমারের চিঠিতে মহাত্মাজীর শিল্প সম্বন্ধে মতামত পড়ে ফরাসী 
দেশ থেকে জন্সেহে ধন্যবাদ জানালেন মনীষী রোমা রোল 1--“মহাত্মাজীর 
| সঙ্গে তোমার কথাবার্তা অত্যন্ত চিত্তাকর্ষক। সম্ভবত আমি ওর ` 
| agate ছাপাব কোন ফরাসী পত্রিকায় শিল্পকল! বিষয়ে ওঁর ভাবধারা 
জানা খুবই দরকার। আর তুমিই সর্বপ্রথম এসব গোচর করলে 
সবাইকে ৷” 





সাত 

ইনি সেই রোমা রোল", যিনি সঙ্গীত, চিত্রবিষ্ভা, ভাস্কর্যের একজন 
প্রথম শ্রেণীর সমঝদার। যুরোপে অনেক খ্যাতনামা সমালোচকের বিশ্বাস 
যে মানব-চরিত্রের বিকাশের ইতিহাসে রোলার চরিত্র অতি অপরূপ। 
শুধু এত বড় সাহিত্যিক বলেই নয়, এত বড় হৃদয়ের সঙ্গে এতখানি বিদ্যা, 
ভাঁবুকত। ও সংস্কৃতির যোগাযোগ এজগতে বিরল | 

মনীষী রোলার সঙ্গে দিলীপকুমারের দেখা হয়েছে অনেকবার, 
সুইজারল্যাণ্ডে। প্রত্যেকটি কথোপকথনের পর শ্রীম'র উপদেশ মনে রেখে 
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১৯২৪ সালের ফেব্রুয়ারী মাস, পুনা। হাসপাতালে মহাত্ম| গান্ধী 
শুয়ে, সবে এযাপেগ্ডিসাইটিস্‌ অপারেশন হয়েছে। তখনও তিনি ধরতে 
- গেলে জেলে, জেল থেকেই তাকে হাসপাতালে পাঠানো হয়েছে | 
দিলীপকুমারের সঙ্গে মহাত্মাজীর এই প্রথম সাক্ষাৎকার। তিনি তানপুরা 
নিয়ে গান করলেন, মীরার ভজন। গান শুনতে শুনতে মহাত্মাজীর প্রশান্ত 
উজ্জল চোখ অস্রপূর্ণ হয়ে উঠল। বললেন, মীরার ভজন সুন্দর না হয়ে 
পারে! গান সম্বন্ধে কথা হল নানারকম। কথাপ্রসঙ্গে দিলীপকুমার 
বলেন, আমার অনেক সময়ই ভয় হয়েছে আপনি সঙ্গীতের প্রতি 
বিরূপ | 

মহাত্মাজী স্মিত হাসেন, আমার সম্বন্ধে এতরকমের উদ্ভট ধারণা 
আকাশে বাতাসে চারিয়ে গেছে যে এখন আর কোন উপায় নেই। আমার 
প্রিয় বন্ধুরাও হাসেন যখন আমি বলি যে আমি নিজেকে একজন শিল্পী বলে 
মনে করি। 

আপনার কৃচ্ছসাধনার দরুনই এ ধারণা পাঁচজনের মনে আজ 
বদ্ধমূল হয়ে গেছে। 

__কিন্তু কেন তারা বুঝবে না যে AIAR হ'ল জীবনের সবচেয়ে বড় 
শিল্প । শিল্প আসলে কি? না সরল সুষমা । আর সন্যাস কি? না 
সরলতম স্ুষমাকে প্রতিদিনের জীবনে পরম সুন্দর করে ফুটিয়ে তোলা | 
সব চোখ-ধাঁধানে। কৃত্রিমতা বাদ দিয়ে প্রতিপদে খাটি থাকার ataa 

কিন্ত তাহলে আপনাকে সবাই সঙ্গীত-শিল্প-বিমুখ মনে করল কি 
অপরাধে? 

মহাত্মাজী আবার অল্প হাসেন, সম্ভবত এই কারণে যে জীবনে অনেক 
কিছু শিল্প বলে শিরোপা পায় যাদের মধ্যে আমি কোন মহিমাই দেখতে 
পাই alı My values are different—caqa ধর আমি তাকে মহৎ 
শিল্প বলি না যার কদর শুধুই বিশেষজ্ঞদের কাছে। অর্থাৎ টেকনিকের 
অন্ধি-সন্ধি না জানলে যার কোন মাথা Wes পাওয়া যায় না। আমি মনে | 





করি মহৎ শিল্পের আবেদন ঠিক প্রকৃতির সৌন্দর্যের মত বিশ্বজনীন | 
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দিলীপকুমার একটু চুপ করে থেকে জিজ্ঞেস করেন, শুনতে পাই e 
আপনি নাকি ঘরে ছবি টাঙ্গানোর বিরোধী 1 

__কেন টাঙ্গাবো ছবি? যখন দেয়াল আমর! তুলেছি শুধু আশ্রয় 
নিতে, বাসা বাধতে । যাঁদের ভালো লাগে তারা ছবিতে ছবিতে দেয়াল 
ফেলুক না ছেয়ে, আমি তো মাঁনা করছি না। কেবল আমার প্রেরণার জন্যে 
ছবির কোন দরকার নেই। প্রকৃতিই আমার কাছে যথেষ্ট।. আজও তার 
রহস্তভাগ্ডার আমার কাছে তেমনি অফুরন্ত, আনন্দময়, স্বপ্নে-ভর! | 

একটু থেমে বলেন, মহৎজীবনের পটভূমিকা না থাকলে এই তথা- 
কথ্িত মহৎ-শিল্প তুমি ফলিয়ে তুলবে কোথায় শুনি? 

শিল্প জীবনের চেয়ে বড়_-এই ধরণের হাস্তকর দাবী করলে তবেই 
আমি বলি যে ওতে আমি নেই। কারণ আমার কাছে সব চেয়ে বড় শিল্পী 
সেই যে সবচেয়ে মহৎ জীবন যাপন করে। আমি নামঞ্জুর করি শিল্পকে নয়, 
শিল্পের এই ধরণের গুমরকে, আত্মস্তরিতাকে | 

দিলীপকুমারের চিঠিতে মহাত্মাজীর শিল্প সম্বন্ধে মতামত পড়ে ফরাসী 
দেশ থেকে HERZ ধন্যবাদ জানালেন মনীষী রোম! রোল 1--“মহাত্মাজীর 
সঙ্গে তোমার কথাবার্তা অত্যন্ত চিত্তাকর্ষক। সম্ভবত আমি ওর ' 
অনুবাদ ছাপাব কোন ফরাসী পত্রিকায় শিল্পকল! বিষয়ে ওঁর ভাবধারা 
জানা খুবই দরকার। আর তুমিই সর্বপ্রথম এসব গোচর করলে 
সবাইকে ৷” 


সাত 

ইনি সেই রোম! রোল", যিনি সঙ্গীত, চিত্রবিগ্ভা, ভাস্কর্যের একজন 
| প্রথম শ্রেণীর সমঝদার। Inka অনেক খ্যাতনামা সমালোচকের বিশ্বাস 
যে মানব-চরিত্রের বিকাশের ইতিহাসে রোলার চরিত্র অতি অপরূপ। 
শুধু এত বড় সাহিত্যিক বলেই নয়, এত বড় হৃদয়ের সঙ্গে এতখানি বিদ্যা, 
ভাবুকতা ও সংস্কৃতির যোগাযোগ এজগতে বিরল | 

মনীষী রোলার সঙ্গে দিলীপকুমারের দেখা হয়েছে অনেকবার, 
সুইজারল্যাণ্ডে। প্রত্যেকটি কথোপকথনের পর AVA উপদেশ মনে রেখে 
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দিলীপকুমার সযত্বে অনুলিপি রেখেছিলেন বলেই আমরা পাই তাদের ঘরোয়া 
কথাবার্তা, তাদের চিন্তাশীল মতামত | 

হিন্দুধর্মের কথা প্রসঙ্গে রোল? উদ্দীপ্ত হয়ে বলেন, শ্রীরামকৃষ্ণ 
বিবেকানন্দ যে বর্তমান ভারতের মস্ত একট! এঁতিহাসিক ঘটনা এবিষয়ে 
আমার একটুও সন্দেহ নেই ALA এদের প্রভাবে আজ ভাটা পড়লেও 
কালকে ফের জোয়ার আসবেই ৷ তুমি শুনলে আশ্চর্য হবে দিলীপ, টলস্টয় 
তার শেষ জীবনে বিবেকানন্দের লেখায় মুগ্ধ হয়ে গিয়েছিলেন । তাঁর পরম 
বন্ধু পল RETT e আরও অনেক সাহিত্যিক এখনও বিবেকানন্দের নাম 
জপ করেন। o 

একটু থেমে বলেন, বিবেকানন্দর লেখার মধ্যে কী তেজ, কী শক্তি 
গৌরব, কী সাধন-প্রতিভা! এত অল্প বয়সের মধ্যে একটা মানুষ এত বড় 
একটা A রেখে যেতে পারে ভাবতে সত্যি ARA মাথা নুয়ে আসে | 
আর শ্রীরামকূর্ণের কথা ভাবলেও অবাক্‌ হতে হয়, যে এ দিগ্বিজয়ীকে 
এক নজরেই তিনি চিনেছিলেন। 

দিলীপকুমার বিনীত স্বরে জিজ্ঞেস করেন, শ্রীরামকৃষ্ণের কোন্‌ বাণীটি 
আপনাকে সবচেয়ে স্পর্শ করল? 

তার বিশ্বাসে উদারতা, সার্বজনীনতা, বিশ্বভৌমিকতা'। যে মানুষ 
একেবারে নিরক্ষর, যে মানুষ ব্যবহারিক বুদ্ধিতে অসামান্য নয়, সে 


মানুষ কেমন করে আধ্যাত্মিক জগতে এই সার্বধামিকতার বাণী শুনতে 


পেল। এইখানেই al তিনি বিরাট। 

_ প্রীঅরবিন্দ তার ‘Synthesis of Yoga’ বইটিতে শ্রীরামকৃষ্ণ 
সম্বন্ধে লিখেছেন, এ হেন মহাশক্তিমান যোগী, মহাযোগীদের মধ্যেও বিরল। 
Who took the Kingdom of Heaven by storm. 

সে বিষয় আমার বিন্দুমাত্র সন্দেহ নেই। 

সার্থক অন্ুলিপিকার দিলীপকুমার | শুধু জনসাধারণের কাছে এই 
সব অমূল্য কথোপকথন পরিবেশন করেই তিনি ক্ষান্ত হন নি, তা পাঠিয়ে 
দিয়েছেন দেশ-বিদেশের মনীষীদের কাছে। সংগ্রহ করেছেন তাদের 
মতামত প্রবৃত্ত করিয়েছেন তাদের পরোক্ষ আলোচনায় | 
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| আট 
| : 
| এতো গেল তত্বপূর্ণ আলোচনার কথা, কিন্তু দিলীপকুমারের অনুলিপি 
| কত বিশ্ব-বিশ্রুত লোকের সহজ সরল মুহূর্ত গুলিকে ধরে রেখেছে। 
রবীন্দ্রনাথ তখন কালিম্পং-এর গৌরীনিলয়ে। বসে আলাপ কচ্ছেন 
দিলীপকুমার ও অশ্রুকণা দেবীর সঙ্গে | 
কৰি বল্লেন, তখন আমি কলিকাতায় । এক ভদ্রলোক সটান আমার 
শয়নকক্ষে উদয় হলেন। বসলেন বিনা বাক্যব্যয়ে, একটা কেদারায়। 
তার পরেই একটা খবরের কাগজ তুলে নিয়ে, IAA আছে? Have you 
| gos betel-nut ? তর্জমার তাৎপর্য, পাছে বাংলা প্রশ্নটা আমি বুঝতে £ 
| না পারি। 
| —fe করলেন তখন ? 
| — আর করব, বল্লাম ভয়ে ভয়ে, আনিয়ে দিচ্ছি। 
| _তারপর? 
তিনি বল্লেন, দেখুন আমি ভেবে দেখেছি আপনার সঙ্গ বড় 
] শিক্ষাপ্রদ। আমি তাই স্থির করেছি আমার স্ত্রীকে আপনার জিম্মায় রেখে 
| দিই । আমি ব্যস্ত-সমস্ত হয়ে বল্লাম, না, না অতটায় কাজ নেই । তিনি 
একে ভদ্রমহিলা, তার ওপর এতখানি কষ্ট, ভদ্রলোক রুষ্ট হয়ে উঠলেন, 
সেকি কথা, কষ্ট হবে বলে কালচার চাই না। কিন্তু দেখো হে দিলীপ, 
এসব যেন তুমি আবার রিপোর্ট করে দিও না। কণা সহাস্তে বলে, সেদিন 
| এখানকার এক ভদ্রলোক আপনার বৈরাগ্য-সাঁধনে মুক্তি নিয়ে আপনাকে 
| যে সব প্রশ্নের খোঁচা দিয়েছিলেন, সে সব ছাপিয়ে দিয়েছেন এক 
| রিপোর্টে 
i কৰি করুণভাবে বল্লেন, জানি, আর সে কি রিপোর্ট । দিলীপকে যতই 
বকিঝকি-_অধর্ম করব না এটুকু আমায় বলতেই হবে, হাজারো! দোষের মধ্যে 
ওঁ একটা গুণ আছে যে ও কানে শোনে । বেশীরভাগ সাক্ষাৎকারীরা হয় 
বোবা; নয় কালা । যাঁরা বোবা তারা ঠায় বসে থাকে আমার কাছে এসে। 
| অগত্যা আমাকে বলতে হয় এবছর বৃষ্টি হয়েছে বেশী, অনাবৃষ্টির দিনেও | 
আর যারা কালা তাদের কাছে আরও বিপদ । আমি যা বলি, আর যা 
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আমাকে দিয়ে তারা বলিয়ে নেয় এ ছুই-এর মধ্যে অনেক সময় দেখি 
দা-কুমড়ো সম্পর্ক | 

ধন্য দিলীপকুমার, রবীন্দ্রনাথ, শরৎচন্দ্র, চিত্তরঞ্জন-এর মত মনীষীদের 
কাছে তিনি পেয়েছেন অকুপণ CHE, অকৃত্রিম শুভাশীর্বাদ | 


নয় 

১৯২৪ সালে দিলীপকুমার প্রথমবার গেলেন পত্তীচেরি। শ্রীঅরবিন্দের 
সঙ্গে অনেক বিষয় নিয়ে আলাপ হ'ল। কিন্তু দিলীপকুমারকে সে সময় 
তিনি দুঃখ দিতে চাইলেন না। বল্লেন, তোমার এখনও সময় হয়নি। 
তোমার মধ্যে যে তৃষ্ণা জেগেছে সে হোলো মনের জিজ্ঞাসা, আমার যোগে 
দীক্ষা পেতে হলে এর চেয়ে বেশী কিছু সম্বল চাই। 

দিলীপকুমার কোলকাতায় ফিরে এলেন। তখন তীর মনের মধ্যে 
সব আলো নিবে গেছে, আশা-ভরসার চিহ্নও খুঁজে পাচ্ছেন না। এই সময় 
স্বামী অভেদানন্দর একটা বক্তৃতা শুনলেন, বৈরাগ্য মেবা CAL! মনের 
মধ্যে বৈরাগ্যর সুর তখন প্রবল, কাজেই স্থির করলেন ভার কাছেই দীক্ষা 
নেবেন। কিন্তু দিলীপকুমারের এক বন্ধু তাকে মানা করলেন, ধরে নিয়ে 
গেলেন সুদূর গ্রামে । এক যোগী বন্ধুর কাছে। 

যোগীবর সব শুনে বল্লেন, ITA আমার ঠিক সামনে চোখ FTE | 

কতক্ষণ এভাবে কাটল জানা নেই, তিনি আচম্ক! শুনলেন, বাঃ 


আপনি গুরু খুঁজে বেড়াচ্ছেন কি দুঃখে শুনি, যখন স্বয়ং শ্রীঅরবিন্দ' 


আপনাকে গ্রহণ করেছেন? 
বিস্মিত দিলীপকুমার বলেন, সে কেমন করে হবে আপনাকে তো 
বলেছি তিনি আমাকে প্রত্যাখ্যান করেছেন | 


যোগীবর হেসে বল্লেন, তিনি এসেছিলেন, হ্যা, ঠিক আপনার পিছনে - 


এসে দাড়িয়ে আমাকে বল্লেন, বোলে! ওকে অপেক্ষা করতে । বোলো সময় 
হলেই আমি ওকে গুটিয়ে নিয়ে আসব আমার কাছে। আচ্ছা বলুন তো 
আপনার তলপেটের বঁ দিকে কি একটা ব্যথা আছে? 

কি করে জানলেন? 
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— করে আর জানব, আপনার গুরুদেব স্পষ্ট করে বল্লেন, 
এ ব্যথাটা সেরে গেলে তবে যেন যোগ শুরু করেন আপনি। 

সেইদিন দিলীপকুমারের একটি মহালাভ হ’ল যে তিনি নিষ্কৃতি 
পেলেন গুরুসন্ধানের দায়িত্ববোধ থেকে । 

কিছুদিনের মধ্যেই দিলীপকুমারকে যেতে হ'ল walt সফরে। 
কিন্ত সেখানে মন টিকলো! না। আমেরিকা যাবার নিমন্ত্রণ উপেক্ষা করেই 
তিনি ফিরে এলেন স্বদেশে । ঘরের ছেলে ঘরে ফিরে এল খালি হাতে | 
ঝুলিতে নেই তার বিদেশ থেকে কুড়োন হাততালি, কেবল রাশি রাশি ঘরেই 
পাওয়া বৈরাগ্য। ফিরে তার মনে হ'ল, শুন্য করেই তবে তিনি পূর্ণ 
করেন। 

১৯২৮ সালে গুরু শ্রীঅরবিন্দের কাছে পণ্ডিচেরিতে আশ্রয় নিলেন 
দিলীপকুমার। 


দশ 

১৯৫০ সালের ডিসেম্বর মাস। শ্রীঅরবিন্দের তিরোধান। 

দিলীপকুমার তখন বেনারস-এ। আশ্রমের জন্য টাকা তুলছেন। 
খবর পেয়েই ছুটে এলেন পণ্ডিচেরিতে। ব্যথায় বেদনায় তার মন ভরে 
গেল। শ্রীঅরবিন্দের এই অকস্মাৎ তিরোধানের বেদনা তিনি সহা করতে 
পারলেন না। মন কিছুতেই বোঝে না। তীর জন্য কোন বিশেষ বাণীও 
শ্রীঅরবিন্দ দিয়ে যাননি। কোন রকম সাম্বনাই খুঁজে না পেয়ে নিজের 
ঘরে একল৷ নির্জন বাস করতে লাগলেন। ঠিক এই সময় অন্ধকারের 
মধ্যে তাকে পথ দেখালেন স্বয়ং মীরাবাঈ। দিনের পর দিন তিনি এসে 
তর্ক ক'রে, সান্তনা দিয়ে, মায়ের মত দিলীপকুমারের মনে শান্তি এনে 
- দিলেন। 

মীরার উপদেশে দিলীপকুমারের মন মুগ্ধ হল। ভক্তের সমস্ত 
জিজ্ঞাসার-তিনি সহজ সুন্দর উত্তর দ্রিলেন। 

একদিন দিলীপকুমার মীরাকে বললেন, তার অনেক পুরোন বন্ধুরা 
তার কাছ থেকে দূরে চলে গেছে, এর জন্যে তিনি অনেক সময় দুঃখ পান। 
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এর উত্তরে মীরা বল্লেন, শোন একটা রূপক গল্প,__একটি ছেলে ছিল। সে 
খুব ভালোবাসত একট! আংটা, সারাক্ষণ সেটা পরে থাকত। বয়েসের সঙ্গে 
সঙ্গে ছেলেটি বড় হ'ল, তখন সেই আংটাটা আঙ্গুলে আট হতে লাগল। 
প্রথম প্রথম ছেলেটি ভাবত নিশ্চয়ই এ সা হয়ে যাবে, কিন্ত দেখা গেল 
ক্রমশই যন্ত্রণা বাড়ছে । অগত্যা ডাকতে হ'ল একজন স্যাক্রা | 

স্তাক্রা দেখে বল্লে, উপায় এর একটাই আছে, এ আংটাটা কেটে 
ফেলতে হবে। ছেলেটি ব্যথিত হয়, এই সুন্দর আটা, একে ফেলে দিতে 
হবে। 

উপায় কি বলুন, আঙ্গুলের সঙ্গে তো আংটাটা পরিধিতে বাড়েনি। 
আপনি অবশ্য পরে থাকতে পারেন, কিন্তু এর জন্যে পরে আঙ্গুলের যথেষ্ট 
ক্ষতি হতে পারে। আর একথা নিশ্চয় স্বীকার করবেন যে, আংটীর চেয়ে 
আহুলের দাম বেশী। 

ছেলেটি চিন্তিত সুরে বলে, কিন্তু এখন কাটতে গেলেও col আঙ্গুলে 
লাগবে। 

— লাগবে। কিন্তু এ ছাড়া তো উপায় নেই। প্রত্যেক 
মানুষকেই তার বোকামির ফল ভোগ করতে হয়। আপনি যদি সময় 
থাকতে এ আংটাটাকে ত্যাগ করতেন তা হলে আর এত বঞ্ধাট হ'ত al | 

রূপক গল্পটি বলে মীরাবাঈ দিলীপকুমারকে উপদেশ দিলেন, বড় 
হতে গেলে মানুষকে অনেক পুরোন গ্রন্থি কেটে ফেলতে হয়। এজন্যে 
দুঃখ হয়, কিন্তু উপায় নেই। আধ্যাত্মিক জীবনে যারা দ্রুত অগ্রসর হন 
তারা এ দুঃখ পান সকলের চেয়ে বেশী, কারণ তারা পদে পদে বুঝতে 
পারেন যে বহু আকাজ্কিত আদর্শ, অনেক দিনের অভ্যাস, পুরোন বন্ধু সব 
কিছুই ত্যাগ করতে হয়। ত! না হলে চিরদিনই যে জড়িয়ে থাকতে হবে 
সেই ফেলে-আসা জীবনের গণ্ডীর মধ্যে। ভক্তকে এ পরিবর্তন স্বীকার 
করে নিতেই হবে। বিদায় দিতে হবে অতীতকে | 

gaga বৈরাগী 
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আশীর্বাদ 

| Fa সরোবর স্তব্ধ হিমাদ্রির উপত্যকাতলে ; 
উধ্বে গিরিশৃঙ্গ হতে শ্রান্তিহীন সাধনার বলে 
তরুণ নির্ঝর ধায় সিন্ধুসনে মিলনের লাগি” ° 
অরুণোদয়ের পথে। সে কহিল, “আশীর্বাদ মাগি, 
হে প্রাচীন সরোবর” সরোবর কহিল হাসিয়া, 
“আশীষ তোমার তরে নীলাম্বরে উঠে উদ্ভাসিয়া, 
প্রভাত সূর্যের করে ; ধ্যানমগ্ন গিরি-তপস্থীর 
নিরন্তর করুণার বিগলিত আশীর্বাদ নীর 
তোমারে দিতেছে প্রাণধারা। আমি বনচ্ছায়া হ'তে, 
নির্জনে একান্তে বসি’ দেখি তুমি নির্ধারিত আোতে 
সঙ্গীত-উদ্বেল নৃত্যে প্রতিক্ষণে করিতেছ জয় 
মসীকৃষ্ণ Raga পথরোধী পাষাণ সঞ্চয় | 
গূঢ় জড় শত্ৰুদল। এই তব যাত্রার প্রবাহ 
আপনার গতিবেগে আপনাতে জাগায় উৎসাহ” 

শ্রীরবীন্দ্রনাথ ঠাকুর | 








| কল্যাণীয়েষু, | 

| তারপর তোমার কবিতার কথা বলি। পরিমাণ দেখে ভয় পেয়ে 

গিয়েছিলুম। ইতিপূর্বে পদ্ভজাতীয় তোমার অনেক লেখাই দেখেছি। বার 

বার মনে হয়েছে বঙ্গবাণীর মধুকোষের পথ তুমি পাওনি, তুমি ছন্দে পঙ্গু। | 

তা নিয়ে মাঝে মাঝে আমি বিচার করেছি, সেট! নিশ্চয় শ্রুতিস্খকর | | 

হয় নি। অপ্রিয় কথা বলবার অপ্রিয় দায় তুমি আমার উপর আবার 

চাপাতে এসেছ মনে ক'রে উদ্বিগ্ন হয়ে উঠেছিলুম। | 
কিন্তু এ কী ব্যাপার হে? হঠাৎ ছন্দ পেলে কোথা থেকে? | 

গুরুমশায়গিরি করবার জো রাখোনি। অকস্মাৎ তোমার কান তৈরি হয়ে | 
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গেল কী উপায়ে? আর তো তোমার ভয় নেই। কিন্তু কাব্যরচনায় 
খোঁড়া কী ক'রে লাঠি ফেলে দিয়ে খাড়া হয়ে উঠে দৌড়ে চলে তার 
রহস্ত আমি বুঝতে পাঁরছিনে। এক একবার ভাবি তুমি আর কারে! কাছ 
থেকে লিখিয়ে নাও নি তো? সরস্বতী যখন তোমার কষ্ঠে সোনার কাঠি 
ছু'ইয়ে দিয়েছেন, তখন নবজাগ্রত ভাষায়, তোমার যা বলবার, নিজের 
জবানিতেই বলে যেয়ো । তোমার বলবার কথাও তো জমে উঠছে 
তোমার ভিতর থেকে । ইতি 


১৯৩০ 


* * * 


ইংরেজি কাব্যে তোমার সফলতার লক্ষণ দেখে খুশি হলুম। আমার 
বিশ্বাস এই পথে তোমার সিদ্ধিলাভের সম্ভাবনা প্রশস্ত 1". তোমার 
‘বহুবল্লভ’ পড়ছিলুম। এর মধ্যে চরিত্ররচনার যে-ধারা চলেছে তাকে 
প্রশংসা করতে হয় ।...অন্তরের দিকে তোমার শক্তি যথেষ্ট উৎকর্ষলাভ 
করেছে_ চিন্তা এবং কল্পনায় তোমার বাধা নেই। তোমার প্রতিভা 
বিষয়ের সম্পদ পেয়েছে প্রচুর °° 


১৯৩৬ 


* * * 


তোমার শক্তি এবং শিক্ষা নিয়ে তুমি যে বাংল! সঙ্গীতস্ষ্টির কাজে 
হাত দিয়েছ এ একটি বড়ো কথা । অনেকদিন বাংলাগীতভার্তী যথোচিত 
পুজা পান নি-_তুমি তার আনন্দলোকে স্বদেশের অধিকার বিস্তার করবার 
সুযোগ্য অধিনেতা। তোমার ward হিন্দি গৌড়ীয়“ এবং কীর্তন বাউল- 
ধারার ত্রিবেশীসঙ্গম হয়েছে__এর প্রভাবের কথা চিন্তা ক'রে আমার মন 
আনন্দিত। ইতি 


১৯৩৭ 
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e . 
| “সাজীতিকী” বইটির সম্বন্ধে £ - 
ia { বাস্রে, সঙ্গীতশাস্তরমহার্ণৰ যে এমন দুস্তর তরঙ্গসঙ্কুল তা জানতুম A | 
3 কিন্তু তুমি তোমার পালের জাহাজ ছুটিয়ে চলেছ sata! তোমার 
1 কাপ্তেনিকে সাবাস ।.."সঙ্গীতশাস্ত্রের মোল্লাগিরির পরে একাধার থেকে 
'_ তুমি আন্দামানী নীতি প্রয়োগ করেছ। তাতে সনাতনী মহলে প্রচণ্ড $ 


বিক্ষোভের আশঙ্কা করি। তা হোক, তোমাকে সাধুবাদ Ra 
1 বইয়ের প্রয়োজন ছিল। ভাষার বেগ আছে, রস আছে। অনেক আলোচ্য 
+7 বিষয় Beatie করেছ | 


e 
১৯৩৮ 


পক 


* * * 


অবঙ্গে বঙ্গভারতীর জয়বিস্তার ক'রে এসেছ শুনে খুশি VPI 
| ] “গৌড়ী স্বরকেতন” উপাধি তোমাকে দেওয়া উচিত।.-.তুমি পরিপূর্ণ 
t শক্তির জয়ধ্বজ! নিয়ে দেশে-বিদেশে স্বরবর্ষণ ক'রে চলেছ, আমি আয়ু 
3 শেষের প্রদোঁষান্ধকারে এ-ঘর থেকে ও-ঘরে খুঁড়িয়ে চলি__আমার দুঃখ 
তুমি বুঝবে কী ক'রে? যৌবন Ke আত্মাভিমানমদবিহবল। আমি 
নিভৃতে নিশ্চল হ'য়ে বসে তোমার জয়কামনা করি | 


১৯৩৮ 


গ্ৰীরবীন্দ্রনাথ ঠাকুর 
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নিরুদ্দেশ শ্রীমান দ্রিলীপকুমারের উদ্দেস্টে 


বহুদিন কেন তব FAD 5, 


দেখিনি অমল কমল আস্ত, 
তব মুখ হ'তে Waal স্রোতে 
শুনি নি সরস ভাবের ভাষ্য ? 
কেন যে তোমার এ-গদাস্ত 
অবশ্য ক'রে লিখো লিখো মোরে 
কারণটা যদি হয় প্রকাশ্য | 
সুহৃজ্জনের বিস্মরণের__ 
মন হ'তে তারে নিঃসারণের 
\ চর্চায় আজি হ'লে তুমি রাজি 
| একথা নেহাঁৎ অবিশ্বাস্ত ॥ 


শান্তিনিকেতন গ্রীরবীন্দ্রনাথ ঠাকুর 


৫ই মাঘ, ১৩৩৪ 





